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One 


October 1985 


It was a quiet (?) evening at the Metallimansion Lars was playing on the Commodore 64, trying to beat his 
high score on Beyond the Forbidden Forest. Kirk was sitting on the black leather chair, reading a costume 
magazine. Cliff and James sat together on the gingham settee, drinking beer and discussing an important 
upcoming event. Cliff was holding a notebook in his right hand and James was firing questions at him, regarding 
its contents. 


"BBQ charcoal?" 
"Check". 
"Hot dog rolls and packets of sausages". 


"Check". 


"Beer?" 
"We always have beer dude" 

"Yeah, | know that. | meant extra beer" 

Cliff nodded. "Yeah. We got ten crates in the basement". 

"Cool", said James. "I think that's covered everything supply wise then" 

Cliff took another swig of beer and grinned. "Shit, this is gonna be the best Halloween Party we've ever had" 
"Yeah", James agreed. "A BBQ in the moonlight, loads of fancy food and beer and plenty of girls too. That 
reminds me.". He looked over to Lars, who was staring wide eyed at the monitor, hands glued to the joystick 
and a doughnut stuck in his mouth. 


"Lars, have you got the invitation list", James asked. 


‘Mumphle mumphle", said Lars, trying to speak and chew his doughnut at the same time. He bit through it and 
it fell from his mouth to land with a soggy splat on the keyboard. He squealed and released the joystick. 


"Shit! Baby wipe, somebody, quick", Lars yelled, flapping his hands about. Kirk obliged by scrambling up off the 


settee and scurrying to the bathroom. 


‘Lars, the invitation list", said James, pulling up a stool and sitting down next to the drummer. "How's it coming 


on?" 
"Umm, let me see", said Lars, rooting around in his jeans pocket. He fished out a crumpled piece of paper, 
unfolded it and scanned down it quickly. "OK, it's nearly done. l've just got to ring Ron again cos | rung him 


yesterday but he was out". 


"Cool, good one", said James, slapping Lars on the shoulder. "Nice to see you organised for once". Lars stuck his 


finger up at James and Kirk returned from the bathroom with a packet of baby wipes. 

"Here you are", he said, handing them to Lars. Lars dropped his list, pulled one free and began cleaning the jam 
off the keyboard. James bent down to retrieve the list. He was about to put it on the table, when his eyes 
caught something unexpected. He frowned and tapped the drummer on the back. 

"Yeah?", said Lars, dumping the jammy baby wipe into the waste paper basket. 


"Lars, who is this Dave on the list?" 


"You know..Dave", said Lars innocently. 


"The / know Dave had better not be Mustaine", said James. When Lars blushed a little, James groaned. 

"Lars! Why the fuck have you invited him?", he demanded. 

"Cliff told me too", said Lars at once. James whipped round and Cliff grinned at him. Freed from James’ 
disapproving glare, Lars started up another game of Forbidden Forest. Hearing the music start up again, James 
went back over to the settee and slumped down on it, looking impatient. 

"Ah, chill dude", said Cliff. "Dave's my buddy too, | couldn't not invite him". 

James chewed his bottom lip, then helped himself to another can of beer. "He better not start any trouble!" 
"He won't do. He loves parties". 

"Yeah, that's the problem’, grumbled James. "Remember at your 2ZIst birthday party, when he started putting 
condoms on the candles and nearly burnt the fucking apartment down? Then there was Lars’ |8th birthday, 
when he came running outta the kitchen, naked except for an oven glove on his... 

"He's probably matured since then", offered Cliff. 

James snorted "Matured, my ass!" 


ls your ass mature then, James?", Lars called over from his game. 


"Fuck of fl", said James, sticking his middle finger up at the back of the drummer's head. 


Two 


It was the evening of Metallica's party and everything was going well. The weather was warm but not 
unpleasantly hot or muggy and there was a slight breeze from the south. The sky was clear and the full moon 
shone down, casting a silvery light over the garden. James' personal stereo and a selection of Metallicas' 
cassettes supplied the party with loud rock music, while trestle tables were loaded with all kind of food: bowls 
of crisps and peanuts, cheese sticks, sausage rolls, cookies and jam tarts. And of course, there was more than 


enough beer to go round. 


Lars was in charge of the BBQ, looking important as he dished out kebabs and hot dogs to the guests. Kirk 
wandered round, trying to impress people with his new vampire costume. Cliff was chatting up a pretty girl in 
an Iron Maiden t-shirt and James was scouting one of the tables, piling food on his plate and keeping an eye on 


Dave. 


Dave was behaving himself so far. He had come to the party with David "Junior" Ellefson, his friend and bass 
player in Megadeth. They were standing in a quiet corner, drinking beer and talking about a concert they had 
recently been to. With his wide eyes and eager expression, Junior looked exceptionally innocent (though James 
didn't think that would last, hanging around Dave). The redhead glanced up, saw James looking at him and 
screwed his nose up. James wanted to make a face back but seeing Cliff nearby decided not to. Cliff won't like 


it if | start anything with Mustaine, he thought. Better just ignore him. 

James picked up an apricot jam tart and put it on his plate, next to a cupcake and mini sausage roll. The girl 

who Cliff was talking to giggled at something funny he said. James reached for a slice of pepperoni pizza and 

risked another peep at Dave. The redhead caught him looking, picked up a cocktail sausage off a plate in front 
of him and held it over his crotch. 


"Look Junior", he said in a voice loud enough for James to hear. "I'm Hetfield and this is the real size of my 


dick". Junior burst out laughing and James scowled. 


Right, he isn't getting away with that. James made his way over to the Megadeth guys, who immediately 


assumed innocent expressions. 

"Stop showing off Dave, you're not smart, you know", James said in a low voice. 

"Haha, you're over sensitive. Is that cos your dick is really that small", Dave sniggered. 
"Shut up and stop being immature", snapped James. 


Dave grinned and put the sausage on James' pile of food. The singer yelled in dismay and dropped his plate. It 
fell onto the grass withy a soft flump, food spilling everywhere. 


"Ugh! You asshole..thats been near your dickl", he yelled. Some girls nearby started to laugh and Cliff, making 


an excuse to his girl, sidled over. 
"C'mon dudes, don't start anything’, he said pleasantly enough but with a stern glint in his eye. 


"He started it", said James, poking Dave in the chest. "He said..".Junior started giggling again and James glared 
at him and fell silent. 


"OK you dudes, sit down and don't make trouble", said Cliff putting one hand on Dave's shoulder, the other on 
Junior’ shoulder and pushing them down onto a seat each. He turned to James. "James, go and help Lars with 


the BBQ. I'm not sure the little guy knows how to handle it properly’. 


James hesitated for a moment, before nodding. "OK then", he said a little grudgingly but not too upset. An 
opportunity to be in charge of the BBQ stove and to behave in a superior manner in front of Lars was not to 


be passed up lightly. He strode off with dignity, ignoring the snorts of laughter from Dave and Junior. 


All was peaceful again, for a while (well, sort of). James and Lars argued softly over how long to cook the 
burgers for, Cliff resumed chatting up his girl and Dave tried to teach Junior how to drink beer through his 
nose. Yet James couldn't help but want to get Dave back for making fun of him before. He idly turned a 
burger on the BBQ grill, trying to think of something witty to say that would humiliate Dave. Suddenly, he 


heard a familiar voice approaching. 


"Well, | think the outfit looks really good on me but I'm not sure about the white face paint. | hope it doesn't 


ruin my complexion". 
Kirk was heading towards the stove, chattering away to an (interested) punk girl and (a bored looking) Ron 


"Ah shit!", James muttered. "Not Kirk and that fucking costume again". He tapped Lars on the shoulder. "Hey, 
mind the BBQ for a minute buddy. l'm just going to the bathroom". 


"Sure", said Lars, accepting the spatula off James. The singer melted away in the crowd, determined not to be 
caught up in a monologue about Kirk's vampire outfit. As he looked for Cliff (or some girls), he found that he 
had arrived at the table where Dave and Junior were sitting. Junior was making two sausage rolls fight and 
pastry was flying everywhere. Dave had a can of Corona beer in one hand and a burger with one bite taken 


out of it in the other. After a minute, he yawned and stood up. 
‘lm going for a pee. Don't let anybody nick my seat, Junior", he said as he put his burger down. 


‘OK Dave". The redhead strolled away and Junior resumed his sausage roll fight. James approached closer, 
taking care not to be noticed. So engrossed in playing with his food, Junior didn't see James pick up Dave's 
burger and put it on his seat. Smirking to himself, James made his way round the other side of the table, 
grabbing a can of beer as he went. 


James sat down and casually sipped his drink, waiting for Dave to return. 


| hope Junior doesn't notice the burger there, James thought. But after he had finished killing the sausage 
rolls, Junior grabbed two cheese sticks and began to sword fight with them. Dave returned and snorted at his 
buddy. 

"Ha, you're such a fucking baby, you know that". Junior looked up at Dave with big puppy-eyes. 

"Play sword fights with me?" 

"OK, OK". Dave rolled his eyes and sat down. There was a squishing sound and he leapt up again with a yell 
James pretended to drink from his can, in order to hide his smirk Junior gasped as Dave reached round and 
felt the back of his trousers. 

"What the fuck? What's on my fucking seat?" Dave picked up the soggy burger and scowled at Junior. 


"It wasn't me", Junior squeaked. "| didn't put it there!" 


"Then how did it get there? It can't fucking move itself". Dave caught sight of James across the table and his 


scowl deepened. 

"| suppose you think that's funny, asshole?" 

"Serves you right for what you did with that sausage before", James said smugly. 

‘Oh shit Dave, you've got a massive red path on your ass", said Junior. "You haven't cut it, have you?" 


"No dumbass, itll be sauce from outta the burger!", Dave growled. "How the fuck would | cut my ass? | don't 


shave it, ya know". 


Junior looked as if he was going to giggle but seeing how mad Dave was, quickly straightened his face. 
"Umm.maybe we ought to find different seats?", he suggested. 


"In a minute", said Dave, seeing James walking away from the table. "I want a word with Hetfield first”. 
Junior made to follow him but Dave shook his head. "Wait there. I'll be back in a minute". 


Dave caught up with James, just as he was going into the house through the back door. Dave grabbed him by 
the shoulder and spun him round to face him. 


"You asshole! Those were a pair of new jeans and now you've fucking ruined them", snarled Dave. 
James shrugged. He felt awkward but he wasn't going to show it. "So? You ruined all my food before that". 


"Oh yeah, right, cos some food is really more expensive that a new pair of jeans, Mr I'm throwing a big, fancy 


party", Dave sneered, waving his hand round to encompass the party scene in the distance. 


"Well, you'd be able to afford parties and more new jeans and shit if you didn't spend all your money on booze 
and drugs", James retorted. 


Dave blinked and then scowled. A sudden gust of wind blew his hair over his eyes and he brushed it back 
impatiently. 


'|..shut up" Shut the fuck up, you..you don't know what it's like!" 
"What what's like?" James looked puzzled. 


"To be mel It's OK for you, strutting round all rich and famous, with a big fancy house and hundreds of 


groupies wanting to suck your dick every time you do a show’. 


Its not all fun and games. | didn't get where | am now by sitting on my ass boozing". Dave opened his mouth 
but James continued. "| have loads of fucking responsibilities. This party (that we invited you to, by the way), 


took a lot of organising”. 


"You know what? My heart is really starting to bleed for ya now", Dave scoffed. "Well you can take 
your..".Dave paused, feeling a hand on his shoulder. Turning to look, he saw Cliff standing there, looking 


impatient. 


"Fucking hell, can't | leave you two dudes alone for five minutes without you falling out like a couple of high 
school chicks who've got the hots for the same guy". James opened his mouth in protest. "NO, | don't care who 
started it! I've a good mind to lock you both in the basement and..".Cliff paused and shook his head. Releasing 
Dave, he looked up. A raindrop fell onto his nose with a splash, making him snort. James’ lip twitched but he 
refrained from laughing, not sure how Cliff would take it, as he was cross with him. A few more drops fell out 


of a now cloudy sky and a shriek from Kirk in the crowd confirmed that it was indeed, raining. 


"Shit! Fucking weather", said Cliff. He beckoned to James and Dave. "You two come and help me get the food and 
booze indoors. That'll keep you out of trouble for a bit". The band leaders looked at each other, then hurried 
after Cliff, into the throng of people. They were milling about, some cursing the rain and (the girls and Kirk), 
squealing and trying to find shelter. Lars wailed as his BBQ hissed and spluttered, the now heavy rain dousing 


his charcoal. 


"Come on Lars, if we hurry we can save the food", said James, taking the BBQ by the handles and wheeling it 
towards the house. Lars grabbed the bags of rolls, packets of burgers and the sauce bottles and promptly 
dropped them all on the wet grass. 


‘Lars, you can't carry then all at once, you're not a fucking octopus", said James. Lars stuck two fingers up 
and James and badgered Kirk into helping him. Meanwhile Cliff was racing past with the stereo and tapes and 
Dave had found Junior, trying to shelter under a little shrub. He beamed when he saw the redhead and shook 
his soggy hair back off his face. 


"Oh good, you haven't been fighting’. 
"Cliff says we gotta take the food and booze inside. Stop standing there looking all wet and help me". 


"OK Dave", said Junior. He went over to the table and grabbed the end of it, trying to pick it up and sending its 
contents skidding down the end. "You get the other side, Dave. can't lift it on my own". 


"Not the TABLES, dickwad! Just the stuff OFF them", Dave shouted. 


Within ten minutes, everybody was inside, crowded into Metallica's living room and moaning about the sudden 
storm. The rain pounded on the window and the wind, now blowing from the west, shrieked and howled in a 
very suitable way for Halloween. James and Cliff brought towels for their guests to dry themselves off with 


and Cliff found Dave a clean pair of jeans to wear. 

“Thanks Cliff", said Dave, pulling off his jam stained pair and accepting the new ones. They were crisp and black, 
with a Motorhead patch sewed onto the knee. He put them on, or at least trying to. He got them about 3/4s 
of the way up, then couldn't get them over his hips. He squirmed about and panted, sucking his stomach in but 


to no avail. 
"Ugh, what the fuck is wrong, why won't they fucking fit?", he grumbled. 


"Cos they're mine", Lars cried, charging over and taking Daves' hands off them. "Don't rip them..Cliff, why did 
you give Dave MY jeans". 


"There were in my side table drawer", said Cliff, confused. 


"OK, who put the washing away last?", Lars demanded. James hurried away, saying something about fetching 
ice pops from the kitchen 


Three 


Despite the weather suddenly changing for the worse, the party went on inside successfully (mainly due to 
Cliff's enthusiasm and the fact that many guests were already quite drunk). James put on the indoor stereo 
system and played rock music loud. The soggy burgers and hotdogs were eaten, Kirk spent ages in the 
bathroom, blow-drying his hair and Cliff soon vanished the with girl he had been chatting up earlier. The rain 
eased off sometime after |:00 and about a hour later, the (less drunk) guests thanked Metallica for the party 
and began to make their ways home. After seeing Ron out, Lars staggered back into the living room, clutching 
a half empty can of beer. He flopped down on a bean bag, his green eyes scanning the remaining quests. Two 
pretty girls who he thought were friends of Kirk were curled on the settee together, sleeping. Kirk was 
slumped in the black leather chair, his head nodding and a bottle of beer threatening to slip from his hand. 
Lars hurried over and took the bottle of him. 


"Noooooo..s’mine", he murmured, then his head flopped onto the arm and he began to snore quietly. Lars 


chuckled and drank the remaining beer from the bottle. 


Dave and Junior were snuggled up in the corner; Junior with his head resting on the redhead's lap. Dave 


glanced up as Lars walked by. He grinned drunkenly and waved. 

"Hey Lars, made out with any girls yet? Or should | say guys, seeing as it's you?" 

"Fuck off", said Lars quietly (in case either of the girls on the settee woke up and heard him). Dave sniggered 
and absently stroked Junior's hair. Lars rolled his eyes in his best James impression and toddled away. James 
came in through the door that connected the living room to the kitchen and snorted. 

‘Lars, don't go in our room, OK! Cliff is in there with a girl". 


Lars giggled. "Did you go in an interrupt them?" 


"No! | heard them. They're making enough noise to..oh never mind. Just don't go in there". James yawned and 


scratched his chin "I'm gonna sleep on the settee, I'm beat". 
"You can't. There are girls on there". 


James peeped over Lars’ head. "Oh shit, yeah. Umm, well, I'm gonna nick Cliff bed then He's got my bea, Ill 


have his". 


"How do you know he's in your bed if you haven't looked?", Lars asked. His eyes went wide. "Shit! He better not 
be in MY bed". He tried to dart past James but the singer grabbed him. 


"Oi, nol Don't interrupt them". 


"But Cliff might be abusing my bed sexually", Lars whined. 


So? If it was the other way round, he wouldn't interrupt you". James hugged Lars and grinned at him. "Has 


Mustaine gone yet?" 
"No, he's sleeping in the corner with Junior". 


James sighed. "Ah shit! Oh well, guess we're stuck with him for the night”. He yawned. "OK, we'll I'm off to bed 


then. You coming too?" 
Lars turned and looked back in the living room. Everybody was asleep, it looked like the party was over. 


"Sure", he said, following James out through the door. They made their way into Cliff and Kirk's room and 
James fumbled on the wall after the light switch. He pressed it down with a click and flooded the room with 
yellow light. 


"Ugh, too bright", Lars complained. As James stumbled past, the little drummer turned the light off again. 


"Don't make it like Las Vegas in here, Jamie". 


"Dick! | can't see to get in the fucking bed now", James growled. A soft flump and another "Fuck" told Lars that 
his buddy had fallen onto the aforementioned bed. Lars giggled and stretching out his arms in front of him, 
soon found the bed. He stayed awake long enough to pull off his trainers, before flumping down next to James 


and falling into a drunken slumber. 
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Sometime later..perhaps a few hours.James awoke. The bed felt hard beneath him and Lars was snoring in his 
ear, loudly. He squirmed about and half opened his eyes; glancing over towards the window to see if it was 


light. 
Huh, where's the fucking window?, he thought. His sticky eyes focused on the wall, which was covered in posters 
or various rock and metal bands. Some of them looked different; he didn't remember them being in Cliff and 


Kirk's room. 


Ah, bet one of those fuckers nicked them outta the living room! | swear that Iron Maiden poster was in the living 


room last night. 


Lars shifted next to him, cuddling closer. James pushed him away, muttering under his breath. "Geez Lars, 
you're so fucking gay. You'll be trying to suck my dick next", he grumbled. 


"Huh? I'm not Lars", said a bewildered voice that definitely WASN'T the drummers. James blinked his eyes open 


properly and looked to the side of him. Junior was lying there, his hair tousled and his eyes gummy with sleep. 
He yawned and then giggled. 


Silly Dave! You musta been dreaming". Junior pouted. "Don't dream about Lars, dream about me instead!" He 
nestled up against James again, who was now sitting bolt upright, rubbing his hands over his face frantically. 
His eyes shot down.he was wearing a Megadeth t-shirt and a pair of jeans that didn't fit at all. James reached 
up and tugged a lock of his hair in front of his eyes. It was curly and ginger. A final conformation came from a 


loud yell of dismay echoing from the direction of Cliffs room. 


Oh shit! James screamed inside his head, a million times more horrified than the first time he had accidentally 


walked in on Lars wanking. 


Four 


James sat there, next to Junior, his mind in a whirl. What had happened? How come he had turned into Dave? 


Or rather, they seemed to have swapped bodies. James wiped his sweaty forehead, shocked and confused. 
"Hey, are you OK buddy?" Junior gazed up at him in concern. 
"Y-yeah, I'm fine", James said, managing a weak smile. "Just a hangover". 


"Ouch, that sucks", Junior said sympathetically. "Want me to go and find one of the Metallica guys and ask 


them for coffee?" 


James' mind worked quickly. "Um, no thanks, I'll go myself. | think | heard Dav..urm, James wake up. I'll go ask 


him". 
"OK", Junior said. James scrambled up and Lars' jeans fell down round his ankles. Cursing under his breath, he 
kicked them off and headed towards Cliff and Kirk's room, clad in a pair of black boxers. Wondering whether he 
should knock or not, he was relieved to find the door was open already. Lars was nowhere to be seen and Dave 
(in James' body) was sitting on Cliff's bed, a look of dazed shock on his face. This bizarre sight really freaked 
James out. He wanted to race out of the room but instead, he took a deep breath to calm down. He needed to 
have a private and important talk with Dave. 

On hearing the big sigh, Dave looked up. He stared at James, his eyes wide and mouth agape. James felt 
himself blushing, though he wasn't quite sure why. He pushed the bedroom door shut, then sat on Kirk's bed, 
facing Dave. 


"What the fuck is going on?" Dave said in a low voice. 


"| dunno", James replied. "I just woke up and..".he was tempted to add, your fucking bass player was going all gay 
over me but he resisted. 


| cant say that. Shit, | gotta be mature and diplomatic about this, James told himself firmly. 


"Me too", said Dave, screwing up his nose. "With fucking Lars going all gay over me too!" Despite the dire 
situation, James felt his lip twitch. 


"You didn't upset him, did you?", he asked. 
"Nah, | just told him I'd got a hangover, so he went for a shower". 


"Good". James sighed in relief. "So, we got a few minutes to plan this out then". 


"Plan what?" 

"A..truce? Not sure what to call it but something like that". James looked uncomfortable. "I dunno how we got 
in each others’ bodies like this and | don't think it's gonna be fucking permanent”. /t better not be, he thought 

fearfully. "Anyway, while we're like this, we can't tell any of our buddies. They'd never believe us. So, | guess 

we're gonna have go along with things and keep up the act”. 


Dave frowned. "You mean, you pretend to be me and | pretend to be you?" 


"Yeah". James shuffled his feet and tugged at the hem of the Megadeth shirt he was wearing. "So, erm..no 
matter what happened before, | won't do anything to fuck up Megadeth, as long as you don't fuck up Metallica". 


"Fair enough", Dave shrugged. 


"Cool", said James. The guys looked at each other feeling awkward. They could hear Lars singing in the shower 
and somebody in the living room turned on the radio and an annoyingly cheery pop song began to play. 


"Uhm, well | guess you'll be living here for a bit then, until this spell or curse or whatever the fuck it is 


wears off", said James. "And I'll have to go to your place". 


"Be careful with my guitar", Dave warned. "It was fucking expensive, so don't wreck it! And ask Junior anything 


you don't know. If he gets suspicious about anything, just tell him you were drunk and forgot it". 
"Um, right", said James. 


"Ha, you'll have to learn our songs", Dave said, a hint of glee in his voice. "The music and song sheets are in 


my room. Have fun learning something more interesting and challenging that your usual stuff". 


‘Oi, none of that", James said warningly. The singing coming from the bathroom stopped and the guys heard 
the water go off. 


“Thank fuck for that", said Dave. "Lars' singing hasn't fucking improved since | heard him last". 
"Kirk is worse", said James. Dave groaned. 


James smirked a little, then stood up. "Well, | better get going then. Lars'll probably be back in here in a 


minute". 
"Don't drive my car back to my place", said Dave. "You'll be too drunk. Get Junior to drive instead’. 
"Sure, will do". 


"And when you do drive, third gear sticks, so you gotta wiggle the gear stick to get it in properly. If ya can't, 


just rev up and go from second to fourth". 


"OK, thanks", said James. He could hear Lars’ footsteps approaching. He opened the bedroom door and was 
about to leave and when Dave spoke again. 


‘Oh yeah, one last thing. Junior is allergic to chocolate lime condoms, so don't buy any". 


James spluttered and Dave grinned at him, waving him out through the door. 


Five 


As James said bye to the other members of Metallica (now wearing a spare pair of Cliffs' jeans) and left the 
Metallimansion with Junior, he felt a sense of panic. Oh shit! Im leaving Dave in my house, with my fucking band, 
for fuck knows how long! This is crazy! Suddenly James felt a hand brush against his and jerked back. Junior 
looked up at him with big eyes and a shy grin on his face. 


"Want to wait until we're away from the Metallimansion, huh?", he giggled. James smiled weakly and closed the 
door behind them. The wind was still in the west and the late morning was warm but muggy. Grey clouds 
swirled across the sky and the air felt damp and heavy to breathe. The remaining leaves hung limply on the 
trees and the grass glistened with last night's rain. 


"Hehe, | get to drive", Junior said, as he skipped off down the path. James followed him, eying up the car he 
approached with a bit of curiousity. Dave had painted his car bright orange, as if to make it an extention of 
his hair. It was an older model but appeared clean and well cared for. James knew that Dave had worked as a 


mechanic and he guessed that the redhead did a lot of work on his own car. 

But holy shit.bright fucking orange! And Ive gotta get in the damn thing! Junior had unlocked the doors and he and 
beckoned to James eagerly. Holding in a sigh, the singer entered, wiggling down in the passenger seat as low as 
possible. 

"Wow, that was sure a great party wasn't it, Dave", said Junior, as he started up the engine. 


"Glad you liked it", said James, pulling on his seat belt. "It was a fucking lot to organise, | can tell ya". 


Junior looked at him, puzzled. "I mean, | *bet* it was", James added quickly, covering his mistake. "I guess 
Metallica went through a lot of work to make it a success". 


"Yeah", Junior agreed. He put the car into gear and drove off down the street. James wound the window down 


a little to let in some cooler air, then he opened the glove compartment, to look for some cassettes to listen 


to. 


if we have some music on loud, itll stop Junior asking any questions that | might not be able fo answer, he 


thought. 


"It was a shame it rained though", Junior continued. "And James was such an asshole for ruining your jeans 


with that doughnut prank!" 


".[.", James stuttered. "Um, yeah, he was, yeah". He assumed a cross expression (which wasn't hard after 


Junior's comment). 


'It was funny when you put that little sausage by your privates and pretended it was his dick though", Junior 


giggled. James forced a grin, even though he was fuming inside. "Say..".they stopped at a red light and Junior 
glanced over at James curiously. "Does James *really* have a tiny dick?" 


"Nol, James exclaimed, unable to stop himself. "I mean, | was just taking the piss outta him. It's fucking funny 
to wind him up". 


"Yeah", Junior laughed. The lights went green and he drove off again. James wound the window down more, to 


cool his red face. 
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Meanwhile, back at the Metallimansion, Dave was checking out his new surroundings. True, he had been in the 
living room already but he had been so drunk at the time, he hadn't noticed much. And after finding out he 
was in James' body, he had been too shocked to take anything in. Now that the initial shock was wearing off, 
he stood in Cliff and Kirk's room, gazing round. It was pretty big, at least as big as the living room in his 
apartment. The beds looked comfy and the carpet was soft and plushy beneath Dave's feet. He went over to 
the window and pulled the curtains back, flooding the room with daylight. Looking at the street below, Dave saw 


Junior driving away in his car and suddenly felt anxious. 
Fuck, Im gonna miss that kid until | change back, he thought. James better treat hm well 


The sound of the door opening behind him brought Dave out of his thoughts. Cliff strode into the room, bleary 
eyed and wearing only his boxers. "Morning dude", he said. "Uhh, sorry about nicking your room last night. | 


was kinda drunk and | thought it was mine". 

“That's OK", said Dave. Cliff grinned and opened his side table drawer, looking for a clean pair of socks. Dave 
yawned and stretched. He reached down and rubbed his lower stomach, realising that he needed to use the 
toilet. 

"Um, where's the bathroom?", he asked. 


Cliff cocked an eye at him. "Dude, how much did you drink last night?" 


"Umm, sorry", said Dave, forcing a laugh. "Just testing to see if you could remember where it was after how 


much *you* drank". 


"Smart-ass", Cliff grinned. "You better go quickly anyway. | heard Kirk moving round downstairs and you know 
he'll be fucking hours once he gets in there". 


"Yeah", Dave agreed. He exited the room and found himself on a long landing, with identical doors on either side. 
A wide staircase swept down to the ground floor in front of him. He undid the top button on his jeans, feeling 
unimpressed by the inadequacy of James’ bladder. 


Fucking lightweight, he thought. He needs fo drink more beer, to toughen up his bladder. Dave opened the first door 
and found the airing cupboard. Through the second door was James and Lars' room and Lars was sitting on his 


bed, totally naked and brushing his hair. 

"Lars! What the hell?", Dave exclaimed. The drummer giggled and patted the bed next to him. 
"Come and join me?", he said, a naughty gleam in his eyes. 

"l, er.need the bathroom first", said Dave, feeling himself blush. 

"Oooh, are you going to shower?", Lars asked hopefully. 

"Nah, | just want a pee". 


"Awww! OK, hurry back then. We can have some fun before breakfast". Dave's blush increased and he scuttled 


out of the bedroom. 


Shit, he's even more horny than | remember, he thought. And where the fuck is their bathroom? He tried the 
next door and was in luck. Closing the door behind him, Dave hurried over to the toilet and put it to good use. 
Looking round the bathroom, he was well impressed. It was large and airy, with peach tiled walls and a white 
carpeted floor. Soft lights illuminated the room, reflecting off the surfaces of the many polished mirrors. The 


bath, sink and loo were made from white marble and the centrepiece of the room was a large Jacuzzi. 


Wow, its lke something out of a fancy hotel | bet that Jacuzzi is really luxurious. Dave pulled up his zip and went 
over to the basin to wash his hands. / wouldn't mind me a go in that. And while Im in James’ body..why not? 


Dave dried his hands on a soft, fluffy towel and then went over to the Jacuzzi. He put the plug in and turned 
on the taps, watching for a minute as the water gushed out. Then he opened the bathroom cupboard and 
hunted through it, searching for some bubble bath. The cupboard was huge and filed with bottles of varying 


shapes and sizes. Many were shampoo and Dave picked on up and grinned somewhat evilly. 


| wonder who this belongs to? Hahaha, it would be funny fo pee in it! Or jerk off in it. But | cantt.it might be Cliffs 
Dave replaced the bottle and at last found some bubble bath. It was purple and opaque and gold writing on the 
label told him it was Fruits of the forest Surprise. 


What the fuck.sounds more like youd eat it! Oh well, itll do. Dave closed the cupboard and went back over to the 
Jacuzzi. He was about to pour a generous amount of bubble bath in, when the bathroom door opened and Lars 
came in. He was wearing a pair of black briefs and a big grin on his face. 


"Hey James", he said. "Have you finished?" Then he saw the Jacuzzi filling up and his eyes gleamed. 


"Mind if | join you?" 


Dave stared at Lars, not sure whether to laugh or be shocked. Seeing the confident, sexy look on Lars’ face, 
Dave knew without a doubt that the little drummer had "joined" James plenty of times before in the Jacuzzi. 


Shit! Lars think Im James and he wants to.. Daves' cheeks were hot from embarrassment. Yet there was one 


important point to remember. 
Ím in James’ body! 


Lars stood there, pulling at the front of his briefs, an expectant look on his face. Dave made up his mind 


quickly. 
"Sure. Go ahead, get in the tub. I'll just, uhh.undress". 


Lars giggled and quickly stripped off his briefs. Dave tugged his t-shirt up over his head, trying to avoid seeing 
Lars naked. A soft splash told him that the drummer had entered the Jacuzzi. Dave peeped out from under 
the hem of James’ shirt and then dropped it onto the floor. Lars grinned and flicked a switch above the taps. 


At once, there was a low humming sound and the Jacuzzi erupted with thousands of bubbles. 


This is fucking crazy!, Dave thought, as he removed his trainers. But he couldn't hide a tingling feeling of 
pleasure that had appeared inside him. He took off his socks and jeans, then hesitated. 


"Uh, Lars? Can you look away a minute?", he asked. Lars stared at Dave in surprise. 

"Not like you to be so modest", he chuckled 

"Hts to enhance the feeling of, um.passion” 

Lars nodded and turned his head the other way. Keeping a firm eye on the drummer, Dave removed his briefs 
and gazed down at himself naked. While using the loo before, he had been too desperate to pay much attention 


but now he wanted a proper look at James’ body. Dave chewed his bottom lip, suddenly feeling uncertain. 


Fuck, | can't tell if he's got a bigger dick than me or not He better not have! Afterwards, Hl measure James’ dick, 
then when | get my own body back Hl measure mine. And then lil have proof that.. 


Dave kicked the briefs to one side and shrugged. 


Nah, mine's loads bigger. It IS. | don’t need to do that. Dave cautiously stepped into the Jacuzzi and sighed in 
pleasure as the warm, bubbling water enveloped his body. He thought about his own little bath at home and 
his tiny emersion heater, that never gave enough hot water for a really decent bath. He grinned and splashed 


Lars, causing the little guy to squeal. 


‘Ohhh, come here, sexy James", said Lars, reaching out and pulling Dave into a warm embrace. Dave gasped 


and stiffened. He was fully aware of Lars' soft body pressed up close; his arms locked tightly around his back. 


"Hmm, you seem tense", Lars murmured. 
"I'm uhh..hangover", muttered Dave. 


"Poor Jamie", Lars said. He unlocked one hand, moved it upwards and began to caress Dave's hair. "Just relax, 


let the Jacuzzi and me give you pleasure". 


"Hmmm", said Dave, enjoying the feeling of that little hand running through his hair. He leaned back against the 
side of the Jacuzzi and closed his eyes. Soon he felt soft kisses being planted all over his neck. Lars worked his 
way upwards, kissing and nibbling at Dave's chin and cheeks, heading towards his lips. Dave opened his eyes and 
tentatively began kissing Lars back. Lars reached round and grabbing one of Daves’ hands, he pulled it down 
under the water and placed it on his ass. 


‘Lars, are you usually this horny in the morning after a wild party?", Dave asked. 


"What kind of question is that?", Lars coved. "Kiss me some more! And squeeze my ass hard, like you usually 


do". 


Steady on Dave, dont blow this game, the redhead scolded himself sternly. He took a deep breath and pressed 
his lips up against Lars’, kissing him hungrily. He placed his other hand under Lars' bottom and lifted him up 
onto his lap. Lars' green eyes widened with delight and he returned Dave's kiss with gusto. Dave began to 
caress Lars' ass, moulding it beneath his supple fingers. Lars wriggled and coved softly, enjoying every minute. 


At last, the two guys broke their kiss and gazed at each other, breathless and excited. 
"That's more like it", Lars panted. 


"Hehehe, yeah", Dave grinned. He squeezed and dug his fingers hard into Lars' buttocks, making the drummer 
squeak again. Now that his shyness was melting away, Dave was starting to feel very passionate. 


"By the time I've finished with ya, your ass is going to be really sore", he growled in Lars ear. 

“That's what | like to hear", Lars gasped and he began kissing Dave again. The two lads sunk down into the 
luxurious, bubbling water..floating on a sea of rising passion. 
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Cliff was in the living room, sprawled out on the settee and smoking a joint. He studied the phone number on 
his arm and grinned. The girl who he had met last night liked him very much. His eyes wandered over to the 
side table drawer. / better get a notebook and pen out and write the number down in it, he thought. Or else, HI do 


something dumb, like fucking washing it off by accident. 


Cliff was just about to get up when Kirk entered the living room. His hair was sweaty and he looked rather 


cross. He flumped down on the settee and sighed. 

"What's wrong mane", Cliff asked. 

"James and Lars are in the Jacuzzi AGAIN! | wanted to wash my hair and | can't get in’. 
Cliff chuckled. "Umm, wash it in the kitchen sink?" 

"| can't, there's no shampoo in the kitchen’, Kirk grumbled. 

"Ah well, never mind. I'm sure they'll be out soon dude". 


Kirk regarded Cliff seriously. "Cliff, you didn't hear the noise they were making!" 


Six 


While Dave and Lars were enjoying the Jacuzzi, James and Junior had arrived at Dave's apartment block. It 
wasn't in the best part of town but it was in a much nicer area than James remembered Dave's first 


apartment being. 


Junior parked the car in the garage and he and James took the lift up to the apartment. Taking the keys out 
of Cliffs’ jeans pocket, James unlocked the door and entered; Junior trotting behind him. He looked at the 
narrow hallway, with its peeling wallpaper and frayed carpet and held in a sigh. 


This aint much compared to my house. Shit, I hope the rest of the place is in better condition 


Is so quiet, let's put on some music", said Junior, opening a door and skipping into what had to be the living 
room. It was small and dingy, with dog-eared posters covering the walls and beer cans sitting on top of an amp 
and a side table drawer. Rock magazines were strewn across a coffee table and Junior went over to a record 
player and put an Iron Maiden album on. Then he bounced over to a worn old settee and sat down, patting the 


cushion next to him. 

"Come and join me Dave?", he beamed. 

"Erm, in a minute", said James, realising that he felt hungry. "I'm just gonna go and get something to eat". 
"Do we have anything in the fridge?" 


"| dunno. I'll go and look". James left the living room and found his way into a little kitchen He screwed up his 
nose; the cooker was rusty, the lower part of the wall by the sink was black with damp and one of the window 
panes was missing and had been boarded over. James went over to the fridge and seeing that the door was 


held shut by duct tape, rolled his eyes. 
This place is a dump. | had better go back into my body soon! 


James carefully opened the door and peered inside. It was empty apart from two cans of beer, a milk carton 
and a squashed piece of cheese. Closing the door (and sticking the tape back into place), James checked the 


cupboards. He found a tin of green beans, some brown sauce and a box of Corn Flakes. 


"Geez, there's nothing here! | guess Dave lives on takeaways", James snorted under his breath. "Oh well, 
Cornflakes will haveta do". Taking the box out and trying not to think of a delicious fried breakfast back at the 
Metallimansion, James returned to the fridge for the milk. He opened the top, sniffed it and jerked his nose 
back in disgust. 


Ugh! It smells Ike its been in there for fucking years! James scowled and slammed the fridge door hard. The duct 
tape peeled off sadly and floated down onto the floor. Junior came into the kitchen and smiled at James. 


"Did you find anything?", he asked. 


"Nah, not unless you want dry Cornflakes!" James' stomach rumbled. “Tell you what, let's go out for a 


takeaway’. 

"Hmm, sure", said Junior, rubbing his own stomach. James dug into his pocket and pulled out Dave's wallet. 
Opening it, he found a couple of old supermarket receipts, two nickels and a cent. He saw, in his mind's eye, 
Dave sitting in his chair back at the Metallimansion, eating bacon, eggs and fried tomatoes. 

"ll pay", said Junior quickly, seeing that James appeared to be about to burst with anger. 

"Ahh, thanks kid", said James, calming down a bit. "That's really good of you". 


"| pay most times", Junior added with a giggle. 


"Um, you do? Oh yeah, sure". James laughed weakly. "Well, | just meant | wanted you to know that | do 
appreciate it. I'm fucking starving’. 


"That's OK", said Junior, moving up closer to Dave and slipping an arm around his waist. "After we have eaten, 
you can thank me properly". Seeing the gleam in the bassists' eyes, James wondered what exactly he would be 
doing to "thank" Junior. 
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"Ah, that's better!" James sighed with contentment as he pushed his plate away. Ten minutes ago, it had 
contained plump sausages, rashers of bacon, hash browns and two juicy tomatoes. Now it was empty, James 
had eaten everything and mopped up every last drop of tomato juice with his hash browns. "Junior, you're a 
little gem". 

Sitting across the table from James, Junior beamed. They were in a little cafe down one of the cities' many 
back streets. Though it looked old and down at heel, it was clean and cosy and the food was delicious. And it 
served all day breakfasts too. James picked up his glass of orange juice and drank deeply from it. 

"You must have been hungry, I've never seen you eat that much before", giggled Junior. 


"Um, yeah. | was starving", said James. "| didn't really eat much at the party last night". 


‘Its good that you finished all your breakfast", said Junior. "Mom is always saying that you look too skinny and 


you need to eat more". 


"Uhh? Oh well, | guess moms are like that", said James. He leaned back in his chair and relaxed while Junior 


finished off his breakfast and juice. Gazing out of the window, James watched the a shoppers hurrying past, 
their hair being whipped about by the wind. A few specks of rain came down, spattering on the little window. 
Although it was only about 14:00 in the afternoon, some cars already had their sidelights on I+ was indeed a 


gloomy grey day. 

"OK, I'm all done", said Junior, putting down his empty glass. "You ready too Dave?" 

"Yeah, sure". The two guys pushed back their chairs and Junior went over to the counter to pay. James 
wondered whether Dave had a bank account and if yes, how much money was in it. Cos if he does, | really 
outghta get some out and pay Junior back. And buy some food for the fridge too. | know he didn't have a bank 
card in his wallet but perhaps he's got a cheque book? Though, if he gets paid soon.oh shit! 

"Um, Junior?", said James, as they left the cafe together. "I just thought.it's Friday. Shouldn't | be at work?" 


"No, remember, you told them on Thursday that you couldn't make work today’, said Junior. He started giggling 
again "And you said to me that you'd be in bed all day cus of the party last night". 


"Oh yeah", said James, in an | remember now voice. He laughed. "Yeah, | guess | couldn't turn up at work after 


a wild night of partying". 


Junior reached out and took hold of James’ hand. "It wouldn't do to fib to your boss, now would it?", he said 
suggestively. 


"How do you mean?", James asked, puzzled enough to not pull his hand free. 


"About being in bed all day", said Junior, his cheeks flushing pink. 


Seven 


Back at the apartment, James soon realised that Junior wasn't quite as innocent as he first appeared. They 
were in the bedroom, with James sitting on a saggy double bed and Junior pulling various items out of a worn 
sports bag, which had been stuffed far back in the cupboard. James' eyes widened as the bassist took out 
three silky black scarves, a set of handcuffs, a tube of scented cream and a long handled wooden paddle. Seeing 


James' expression, Junior chuckled. 

"Hehehehehe! Why the surprised face? Aren't you in the mood to play?" 

"|.sure | am", James stammered. He picked up the paddle and turned it over in his hand, examining the smooth 
wooden surface. Even though he tried to hide it, James couldn't help but feel excited by the thought of what 
was soon going to happen. 

Junior sat down next to him and quickly removed his trainers and socks. He then handed one of the black 
scarves to James. "Don't spank me too hard this time", he said, the gleam in his eyes suggesting entirely the 


opposite. "| couldn't sit down for ages after our last play". 


James took the scarf off Junior and then suddenly a really naughty thought entered his head. He would never 
have even dreamed about it in his own body. But, while in Dave's body, well that was a whole different thing. 


"Um, hey Junior", James began, fiddling with the paddle. "I just thought, how about we try something.different 
this time?" 


"Different? Like what?" 


James took a deep breath, to try and calm down his pounding heart. "How about, you use this on me?" He let 
his ginger hair cover his face to hid his blush as he raised the paddle. 


Junior gasped. Obviously James had suggested something very unusual. Ah fuck, / hope I havent overdone it and 
acted too un-Dave like, he thought. Then he heard a giggle. Risking a glance up, James saw that Junior was 
blushing too but also looking very eager. 

"S-sure, if you'd like that", he said softly. 

"Yeah", said James, grinning. "I think it'd make a nice, erm, change". 

Junior beamed and kissed James on the neck. "OK, let me help you out of your clothes first". He took off 
James t-shirt, then his shoes and socks. James sat there, a tingling, electric feeling coursing through his body. 


He was about to play a very kinky game with Junior and he liked it.very much. 


Junior smiled and unfastened the button on James’ jeans. Pressing his face up against James' stomach, he 


placed a gentle kiss on it. The singer squirmed about and reached down to stroke Junior's soft hair. 


"Hmm, that's nice", he murmured. Junior responded with a few more kisses, even as his hand moved to pull 


James' zip down. At last, he looked up with a twinkle in his eyes. 

"Stand up a minute Dave, then | can get your jeans off". 

"Sure". James got to his feet and felt his excitement increase as Junior pulled his jeans down, slowly and 
teasingly. Finally his underwear was removed and he stood before the bassist, completely naked. He felt a little 
self conscious, before reminding himself he was in Dave's body and could do anything he wanted. He smirked at 
this tempting thought. 

Shall | uhh, tie you up too?", Junior asked shyly, indicating towards the black scarves. 


"Yeah", said James. He allowed Junior to gently push him back down onto the bed and then place his hands 
behind his back. Junior picked up one of the scarves and James felt his wrists being gently bound together. 


"Say if it's too tight, OK", Junior asked 

"Yeah. It's fine like that though’, said James. "Feels comfy". 

Next, Junior picked up the second scarf and carefully tied James’ ankles together. Then he lifted James’ feet 
and pulled his body round, lying him down on the bed. "You want to be blindfolded too?", he asked, waving the 
last scarf under the singer's nose. 

"Junior, you're getting me really aroused here", James growled. "That's a yes too", he quickly added on 

"Ooh, OK", Junior chuckled. James saw the scarf coming closer, before his eyes were covered over with soft 
velvet. He felt the bass player tie a comfy knot at the back of his head, then he received another kiss, this 
time on his cheek. The feeling of being bound and blindfolded was so thrilling so James, he was unable to stop 


himself gasping out aloud. 


"Are you sure about this Dave?" Junior's voice sounded anxious. "| mean, you've never wanted me to be 


dominant before. Do you really wanna do this?" 


"Yeah, | do", said James. He smiled in what he hoped was a reassuring way. "I think it's gonna be fun". Well, OK, 
maybe Dave wouldn't think that but */* do. 


"Really?", Junior sounded surprised but also a bit amused. "Great! But, when I'm spanking you, if you don't like 


it, tell me to stop and | will. OK?" 


“Alright kid", said James. Don't worry, I'm gonna fucking love this! 


Junior giggled and James heard the bed creak and felt it sink down a little, indicating that Junior was sitting on 
it again. He felt himself be rolled over onto his front and then soft, warm hands begin to caress his thighs and 
ass. James sighed with pleasure, arching his body back against those hands. 


Junior gave James' ass one last pat and then moved his hands away. "Umm, well, I'm gonna get the paddle now. 


Are you ready?" 
"Ha, ready and willing!" 


James loved the feeling of anticipation, not knowing exactly when that paddle was about to strike. His whole 
body was almost quivering. Then suddenly, he felt a stinging slap across his bottom and a loud crack split the 
air. He gasped and clenched his cheeks tightly. Junior laughed playfully and gave him another spank. 


"Naughty Dave, you have to be punished", he said. 
"What for?", James asked, feeling his cheeks throbbing gently. 


Junior slapped him with the paddle again. "For spending all your money on booze and not having any left over 
for food". He smacked James again. And again And again! The sparks were hard enough to sting but not so 
hard as to be unpleasant. James squirmed about, clenching his buttocks and twitching his toes. He felt hot and 
aroused; his heart was beating quickly and his stomach was bubbling in desire. 


"Your ass is really red now", Junior said gleefully, as he continued to paddle James. "It looks like a tomato! When 


I've finished, I'm gonna get the Polaroid out and take some snaps of it, then you can see just how red it is". 


Holy cow! Junior really is a naughty litte motherfucker. "Yeah", James panted. "| wanna see it. | wanna see what 


you've done to my poor ass". 


"You will dol" Junior delivered five more hard slaps. "There! Finished. And you had better be good from now on, 


Dave". 


"Ahhhh! l-I will be", James gasped. His ass was burning but nowhere near as much as the passion in his soul. 
He felt the bed lift again, as Junior moved away. The sound of his loud giggles told James that he was up to 


something else. Seconds later, James heard four clicks fire off, one after another. 


"Oooh, | hope these pictures come out good", Junior squeaked. "Seriously Dave, you ass is so red! | didn't think 


it'd look like that". 
"Well, you did just spank it about a hundred times", James sniggered. 
"Twenty. | counted", said Junior. "And while we wait for the pictures to come out..". The bed sank again and 


James felt the knot being tugged loose at the back of his head. Junior's face swam into view. His cheeks were 
flushed and his eyes sparkled with fun. He lay down next to James and wrapped his arms around him, hugging 


him close. 


"Awwww, you're good now, huh?" Junior kissed James and gently tousled his ginger curls. James smiled and 


nudged his nose against the bass player's cheek. 


"Wow, shit. That felt so fucking nice", James gasped. "Junior, | think I'll have to be naughty more often". 


Eight 


Back at the Metallimansion, Dave and Lars has finished in the Jacuzzi and had gone to the kitchen to find 
something to eat. Kirk had raced into the bathroom, as if all the hounds of Hell were after him and Cliff was in 
the living room, hoovering up at the party crumbs and broken crisps and singing Black Sabbath loudly and out 
of tune. 


"Hmm, what shall we make for lunch?", said Lars, opening a cupboard and looking inside. Dave didn't say 
anything; he was too in awe of the kitchen. It was big and airy, with light streaming in from the window and 
shiny, modern appliances lining the walls. 


Wow, it looks like one of those massive fucking kitchens on those cookery shows my mom watches, he thought. 


Dave was brought out of his daydreaming by a slap across his bottom. He yelped and whipped round, seeing 


Lars grinning at him. 


"Ha, that got your attention’, he said. "Now, what shall we have for lunch? Shall we just bung something in the 


microwave? Or cook something fancy?" 


"Little fucker", Dave growled, rubbing his backside, though he sounded more amused than cross. "Hmm, | dunno. 


Lemme see what's in the cupboard". 
"Same as yesterday", Lars said cheekily. Dave ignored him and peered in the cupboard. There he saw tins of 
beans, spaghetti and soup in all flavours, packets of noodles and jellies and pots of fruit jam. Just looking at it 


made his mouth water. 


"Hmm, maybe we could have chicken nuggets and fries?". Dave turned round and saw that Lars was now in the 


fridge, pulling out the mentioned items. 
"Umm, I'm starving, lets just cook everything’, said Dave. rubbing his stomach. 


"You're always hungry’, said Lars, standing on tiptoes to kiss Dave on the cheek. 
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After the Metallica guys and Dave had eaten (Lars cooked the chicken nuggets and they had coffee to drink), 
Cliff suggested that they jam for a bit. "We need to have a practise so we're all fresh for our show on 
Wednesday", he said. Dave was taking a swig of coffee at that moment and he nearly sprayed it out all over 


the table. 


"Good idea", said Lars, putting his knife and fork on the plate. 


"Ha, you're only saying that to get out of doing the washing up", Cliff teased. Lars made a face at him. The 
guys pushed their chairs back and stood up but Dave remained where he was. 


"Hey dude? You with us?", Cliff said, waving a hand in front of Dave's face. 


Dave started. "Uh, sure", he said. "Yeah.practise, good idea’. What he was really thinking though, was, Fuck! / 
dont know half of their fucking songs and there isnt time to learn them! 


"Kirk, can you clear the table?", Lars asked sweetly. 
"Why do | have to do it?", Kirk asked. 
"Cos | need to set up my drums and that takes longer then a guitar". 


"Ohh, all right then", said Kirk, pretending to pout. Lars beamed at him and scampered out of the room. Cliff 
followed him, then Dave, who was deep in thought. They went into their practise room, which was large and 
had special sound proof walls, so as not to disturb the neighbours. Lars unzipped a bag that contained a 
cymbal and screwed it into place. Cliff took his bass out of his bag and plugged it into his amp. Dave just stood 
there, looking at the amps, leads and other equipment, wondering which belonged to James. 


"Come on James, hurry up", said Lars. "I'm in the mood to make some noise". 


"Hahahaha! You mean after the fucking racket you and James made in the Jacuzzi earlier on’, sniggered Cliff. 
Lars went a pretty shade of red and Dave couldn't help but laugh too. Then the door opened and Kirk came in. 
Dave waited until he had selected one of the guitars, then he took the other. He sat down on a comfy chair 
and began to unravel a long lead. Suddenly an idea came to him. It wasn't perfect but he felt that he could 
bluff it for the time being. 


"Hey, I've been thinking, let's play some of our old songs from Kill Em All today", he said. 
“Sure dude", Cliff said Lars and Kirk agreed and Dave sighed with relief. 


Shit, that was closes he thought. IF woulda looked fucking crazy if James Hetfield wouldn't have known most of his 


own songs 


Metallica and Dave soon finished setting up, then they began to play. They played Hit the Lights and No 
Remorse but when they began The Four Horsemen, Dave played it in the style of The Mechanix; much faster 
then the other guys were used to. Lars stopped drumming, perplexed and Cliff and Kirk exchanged glances. Not 


realising what was happening, Dave began singing The Mechanix lyrics Too. 


"James. James! What the fuck are you doing?", Lars yelled Dave jumped and nearly dropped his guitar. He 


looked over at the Metallica guys, who gazed back at him, totally confused. 

"That's The Mechanix, Dave's version", Lars exclaimed. 

‘Ohhh..yeah", said Dave, pretending to be surprised. 

"Ohhh yeah?", Lars repeated impatiently. "James, have you been smoking Cliff's weed or something?" 
"Nah, | reckon he's channelling Dave?", Cliff grinned. 


"|.shut up Cliff", muttered Dave, his cheeks turning crimson. 


FE FE EE E AE E WE E E E AE E E E WE WE WE E E AE E WE E WE E E E AE E WE E E EE EE 


Dave wasn't sure how he did it but somehow, he managed to get through the rest of the day without any 
major mishaps. He was, perhaps, a bit quieter than James would have normally been but Lars was in a very 
talkative mood that day, so it passed unnoticed. Indeed, Dave enjoyed himself very much: watching films on 
Metallica's big, snazzy TV, listening to all James' new records and playing with Lars on the Commodore b4. He 
made his way to bed at around midnight, full of beer and pizza and very sleepy. Yawning, Dave sat down on 


James' bed and began to undress. 


Wow, shit, it has been one weird day!, he thought. Stil, its really fun, staying at the Metallmansion Haha and the 


best part is, Metallica have no idea it's me. Im living it up here and they're none the wiser. 


Dave climbed into bed and settled down under the covers. But as he closed his eyes, he thought about Junior 
and missed him. He imagined being at home in their double bed and Junior getting in beside him, snuggling up 
close and putting his feet next to Daves. 


Dave sighed. He wondered how Junior was and what sort of a day had he had. Was James treating him OK? 
Was James acting Un-Dave like and had he made Junior suspicious? Dave had considered phoning earlier but 
then he had decided against it. The Metallica guys would have thought it weird, "James" phoning "Dave" and 
Junior would have been confused too. Still, as he squirmed about, getting comfy, Dave couldn't help but try and 
think of excuses to go round to his house the next day. / gotta check how that httle fucker is. He'll be all fucked 
up, without me to look after him. James is probably being a really bad influence and filling Junior's head with. 


Suddenly, Dave felt a draught on his back and he heard a creak behind him. Rolling over, he saw that Lars was 
getting into bed with him. Dave cocked an eyebrow and Lars giggled. 


"l'm cold", he announced. "I need warming up James". 


"Umm, sure", said Dave. Lars cuddled up and put his arms around Dave's chest. Dave embraced him back, 


thinking how nice and warm the little drummer was. He remembered their love making in the Jacuzzi earlier 


and he grinned. 


Well, its not my Junior but Lars is still cute, Dave thought. He moved his hand upwards and began to caress 
Lars‘ hair. Lars gave a little whimper of pleasure and put his head on Dave's shoulder. Dave continued with his 


stroking, wondering if James and Junior were in bed and if they were, what were they up to. 
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Over at Dave's house, James and Junior were indeed in bed together. Junior was already fast asleep with his 
head tucked underneath James' arm. James was awake but pretty sleepy, as they had both been drinking 
whiskey. Earlier, James had suggested to Junior that they go shopping and told the bassist that he would pay 
him back when he got his wages. / dunno how long Im gonna be stuck as Dave for but fuck, | aint starving to 
death while | am, he had thought. So they had gone to a Wal-Mart and stocked up on provisions. James had 
cautiously suggested buying a bottle of whiskey (he wasn't sure if Dave liked it or not) but Junior had 
cancelled out his fears by agreeing readily. Yet, when they had arrived back at Dave's house and cracked open 
the bottle, it hadn't taken James long to realise that Junior wasn't used to drinking whiskey. He had barely 
touched a drop before falling asleep and James had carried him up to bed. Then he had gone back for the 


whiskey and drank some himself, while reading some of Daves’ dog eared comic books. 


Ha, so much for a hot night of passion, James thought, looking at the sleeping bass player. Oh well, we had plenty 
earlier. He smirked as he remembered the sexy game he and Junior had played. And those Polaroid pictures! 
James had felt a sense of perverse pleasure, seeing how red and marked Dave's ass had been after Junior's 
punishment. Now the pictures were hiding in the side table drawer, buried under a pile of socks. Junior had 
mentioned something about putting them in "the photo album" but after looking at them, he had become very 
shy and giggly and had hastily hidden them away. 


Hmm, photo album, James thought. / wonder if there are any baby photos of Dave in there? Or embarrassing 


ones of him drunk? Or maybe..more sexy ones? | must remind Junior fo get it out tomorrow, then I can see. 


James drifted off to sleep with an evil grin on his face. 


Nine 


Author's Notes: 
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Some hours later, James was awoken by a nose and soft lips nudging against his cheek. "Lars", he murmured, 


reaching out and embracing the warm body next to him. 


"Not Lars, it's mel", said the voice of Junior. James blinked his eyes open and saw the Megadeth bassist lying 


next to him, a pout on his face. "I hope you haven't been dreaming about Lars". 


Fuck, | guess Im stil in Dave's body then! James rubbed his eyes and thought rapidly. "Uhhh, no. | said..stars. 
Yeah, | was dreaming that we'd got a telescope and were looking at the stars through it". 


"Hmmm, OK then", said Junior. He smiled again and cuddled up close to James. "Shall we get a shower?", he 
whispered in the singer's ear. "Or do you want to stay in bed a bit longer". Junior moved his hand down and 


caressed James’ hip, leaving him in no doubt about what would happen if they remained in the bed. 


Holy shit, how horny is this little guy, James thought. He's even worse than Lars! Well, maybe not. | reckon they'd 
be equal James fumbled under the bedcovers, taking hold of Junior's hand in his. 


"We can do both", he whispered, squeezing it softly. 


Junior chuckled and began to kiss James’ neck. James stroked Junior's hair with his free hand, gently running 
his fingers through the soft waves. They made out for a few minutes, before being interrupted by a loud 
knocking at the door. 


"Ohh! Who's that?", Junior gasped, rolling off James. 


"| dunno, | haven't got x-ray eyes or magic powers", said James. He scrambled out of bed, rather annoyed that 
their passion had been interrupted. Pulling on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, James hurried out of the bedroom 
and headed for the front door. Opening it, he saw a woman there who he didn't recognise, though she reminded 
him a bit of one of his aunties. His strict auntie, who scolded him for his table manners and constantly told 


him he ought to get his hair cut. 
"Umm.hi", said James, wondering who the woman was. She didn't look very pleased to see him. 


"Indeed?", said the woman (she even *sounded* like James’ auntie). She folded her arms and glared at James 


expectantly. 


"Uhh, did you want something?", he asked. Shit! Of course she fucking does and | don't know what the fuck it is. 


| must sound like a complete jerk! 


‘Oh no, I've just come round for tea and scones", the woman said caustically. "| don't expect any rent money at 


all, even though you are now three weeks overdue, Mustaine". 

"Oh yeah. Rent money", muttered James. The woman (who he now guessed to be the landlady) snorted. Junior 
came padding into the hall, dressed except for his trainers. When he saw the landlady in the doorway, he gulped 
and vanished back into the bedroom. 

"l'Il just go and get it", James said, scuttling after Junior. He let himself in their room and quickly closed the 
door behind him. Junior nearly jumped out of his skin but seeing that it was "Dave", he gave a huge sigh of 
relief. 

"Has she gone? Did you put her off?", he asked hopefully. 

"No, | need to borrow some more money off you kid", said James. 


"Ohhh, | don't have enough left", Junior wailed. "| spent most of what | had yesterday, on shopping’. 


"Ah shit", James cursed. "Um, so is she easy to put off?" Fuck, no, thats not right. Junior stared at him 


anxiously. 
"Dave, are you still drunk? Don't you remember what happened the last time we owed her rent?" 
No! "Umm, oh yeah..that. Well shit, we don't want that to happen again". What the fuck DID happen? 


"You sound really calm about this buddy", said Junior, his eyes big and scared. "You don't wanna have to have 
sex with her again do you? Or.maybe she's brought Boris with her!" 


"Fuck!" OK, how the hell do | get out of this one! "Nah, its OK kid, don't worry". James patted Junior on the 
shoulder, knowing that there was only one way out of this. He would have to use his *own® money. And for 


that, he needed his bank card, back at the Metallimansion. 


"Chill Junior, | know somebody at urm..work who will lend me the rent money. It's alright". Junior's worried look 


faded a little and he gave James a weak smile. 
"Il just go and ring them a minute", James said. "And tell the landlady what I'm gonna do". 


"OK Dave. | just hope she believes you. She's been real suspicious since you told her the pony ate your last 
wages and we don't have a pony". 


James smiled at Junior, in what he hoped was a reassuring manner. 
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James exited the bedroom, his eyes swiftly scanning the hall for the phone. There it was, sitting on a phone 
directory and what looked like some rock magazines. The landlady glared at him again and tapped her foot on 
the door step. 


"The rent money?", she enquired. 


"l'm just getting it now", said James, picking up the receiver and dialling the number of the Metallimansion. "l 
just need to borrow it off a.friend". 


"Hmmm", said the landlady disbelievingly. She checked her watch. "I can't stand here all day. | have business to 
attend to. I'll give you one hour! If | don't have the money by then, well, you'll have to find some other way of 
paying’. She looked at James as if he was a piece of meat and she was a hungry stray dog. Then she left, 
slamming the door behind her. 


"Fuckl", muttered James. "Fuck Dave and his stupid shit". The phone began to ring and James heard a familiar 


Danish voice answer. 

"Hi, this is Mr Ulrich speaking". 

"Hi Lars", said James. "It's uhh, Dave here". 

"Hey Dave", Lars said brightly. "What's up?" 

"Nothing much", said James quickly. "I just needed a word with, James" 


"Sure. I'll just get him for you". James heard Lars calling his name and then the phone was answered by a very 


familiar voice. 

"Umm, hi James", said Dave in a low voice. "Is Junior OK?" 

"Well if you count hiding in your bedroom from your landlady, then yeah, he's fine", James snorted. 
"Ah shit! Not her", Dave groaned, "What does she want". 

"The rent, dumbass!" 

"Hmm, fuck! Did ya ask Junior for some cash?" 


"He hasn't got any left", James said impatiently. "Shut up a minute and listen | need to come over to get my 


bank card". 

"Oooh, are you gonna pay it for me?", Dave giggled. 

"Yes but you had better fucking pay be back!" 

"Yeah, | will do. Hey, thanks for going to do that though James". 


"I aint doing it to be kind! I'm doing it so | don't haveta sleep with your fucking landlady!" Dave was quiet for a 


moment and James really hoped that he was feeling embarrassed. Then he spoke again 

"Um, well, what are you gonna say when you come over?" 

| dunno", said James. "Hm, what would you come over to my house for?" 

Dave went quiet again but this time he was thinking. "OK, if Lars or the others ask, say that you lost my 
favourite guitar pick out of your pocket when you changed your jeans. And I've found it and you've come to 


pick it up". 


"Shit, that's confusing, hang on a minute". James thought it over quickly. Junior peeped round the bedroom 


door and James gave him a thumbs up sign so that he wouldn't worry. 
"OK, yeah. That'll work", James said. "Thanks Dave". 
"Ha, no problem’, said Dave. "You coming over now?" 


"Dave, | have just under an hour before your landlady comes back and ravishes me. Does that answer your 


question?" 
Dave laughed. "Fair enough. "And do | get some money knocked off the amount | owe you, for my good idea?" 


"Fuck offl", growled James. 
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"OK, so between you and me, James is gonna lend me some cash to pay our landlady. But if the other guys in 
Metallica ask, I've gone to get a plectrum that | lost as his house". 


Junior nodded at James, half way between putting on his jeans. He stood on the one leg and fell forward onto 
the bed. James snorted and pulled him up. 


"Come on kid, get a move on. That asshole of a landlady will be back soon’, he said. 


"Wow, Dave", said Junior. "I don't believe you managed to put her off again, even for a hour. | thought | was 


gonna have to vacate the bedroom and put the music on real loud again". 


"Shut up Junior, don't remind me of that shit", James scowled. Junior giggled and fastened up his jeans. Five 
minutes late, both guys were outside, getting in the car. The sky was leaden and the wind whirled around the 
apartment block, tossing leaves and an empty crisp packet into the air. Junior was grinning happily because 
James had told him he could drive again. Better let him do it, James thought, as he put on his seatbelt. H/ just 
stall all the time in Dave's shitty car. 


"That's really nice of James, going to lend you the rent money’, said Junior. "I'm surprised he's being that kind. 
| thought he was an asshole". 


James gritted his teeth. "Nah, he's alright really", he muttered. "Let's have some music on". He found some 
cassettes in the glove compartment and put Diamond Head on. Junior drove off, looking very proud to be at 
the wheel of Dave's car. James wondered how often the bassist had been allowed to drive it and what would 
happen when he and Dave turned back. Imagine if Junior wants to drive more often and thinks that "Dave" doesn't 


mind him driving now! Thatd be fucking hilarious. James leaned back in his seat, cheered up at that thought. 
Soon, they arrived at the Metallimansion and Junior grabbed James’ hand to hold as soon as they were out of 
the car. James went to open the door and go straight in, before remembering that he was Dave and he 
couldn't do that. So he knocked and a moment later, Cliff came to the door. He was wearing a tartan dressing 


gown and smoking a joint. 


"Hi dudes", he said. "Come on in". Dave and Junior followed him through the door and up the hallway. "James is 


in his room, playing guitar, | think. You want me to give him a yell?" 


"Nah, it's OK, I'll go and find him", said James. Cliff cocked an eye at him. "|..| mean, | can remember the way 


from the other night, at the party", he quickly added on. 


"Sure dude", said Cliff, a slight smile on his face. "Make sure you get the right room though. Kirk might be in 


the other one and if | was either of you dudes, | wouldn't wanna walk in on him". 

James shuddered from experience. "I'll remember that", he said "And where's Lars?" 

"In the bathroom. The same rule applies". 

"Hmm, yeah", said James, trying to keep the wistfulness out of his voice. Junior was cute and sexy but Lars 
was his..his own little Danish drummer. James suddenly longed to turn back, run into the bathroom and jump 


on Lars. Smiling a little, he took hold of Junior's hand and pulled him towards the stairs. 


"Come on kid, let's get that ren.| mean pick’. 


Junior trotted after James, following up the wide staircase. As they reached the top, James glanced over the 
banister and saw Cliff watching him curiously. He hurried away, going over to his own bedroom door and 


knocked. This is freaky, he thought. Having fo knock at my own door. Dave better have not trashed my room! 
"Yeah, who is it?", called out Dave, with James voice. 
"Santa Claus. It's me, Dave. Who the fuck did you think it was?" 


The door opened and James came face to face with himself. It was like looking in a mirror and James suddenly 


felt whirly headed. He followed his body into his own room, shaking his head at the weirdness of it all. 


Junior followed, hands in pockets and eyes wide. James looked all round quickly, anxious to check that his room 
hadn't been Davified. Fortunately, it looked as it always did except that a pair of Lars’ briefs were lying on 
James’ eiderdown. James was about to tell Dave not to let Lars leave his underwear all over the place, then he 
remembered he *was* Dave. Meanwhile, the real Dave was gazing a Junior with a softened expression on his 


face. 
"Hey, how are you kid?", he asked. Junior started, realising that "James" was talking to him. 


"lm good, thanks". Junior smiled shyly. "Dave let me drive the car here". Dave raised his eyebrows and James 


smirked. 

"Umm, great. Well, just be careful, will ya. The roads can be busy sometimes". 

"They were really busy this morning but Junior drove really well", said James, delighted to be able to make 
Dave squirm. "| reckon he's a better driver than me". Junior beamed and Dave frowned, trying to hide his 
annoyance. 

"Yeah, um well hadn't we better get on with business? You don't wanna keep my, | mean your landlady waiting’. 
"Good point", said James. He looked over to the side table drawer, where he kept his wallet. Then he looked at 
Junior. Hmm, this'll be awkward, he thought. / can’t just go get my wallet and | can't tell Dave where it is. How can 
| get rid of Junior for a minute? Ah! | know. 


“Junior ?". James nudged the bassist. "I can't remember if | locked the car. Can you go and check". 


"| thought | locked it", said Junior. Dave looked alarmed at the thought of his motor being unlocked in the 
middle of the city. 


"Well, | can't remember if *you* locked it then. Go and check". Junior nodded and trotted out of the room. 


James pushed the door to and went over to the side table drawer. 


"Don't worry", he reassured an anxious Dave. "That was just an excuse to get rid of him a minute". James 
opened the drawer and took his wallet out. "I hope you haven't been spending any of my money", he said 
warningly. 


"Nah, we stayed in yesterday", said Dave. 


"Good. Try not to do anything suspicious too. Cliff was looking at me weird before. | think he suspects 
something". James took out some notes and stuffed them in his pocket. 


"That should do it. And you had better fucking pay me back when you can". 

"Alright, keep your hair onl", said Dave. 

"Oh yeah", said James, suddenly remembering something from before. "Who the fuck is Boris?" 
| dunno. | don't know any guy called Boris". 

"Junior mentioned him; he said he might be with your landlady". 


"Ohhh! Boris is her bulldog", said Dave. "She often takes him on her rounds, to make sure her tenants pay on 
time". 


"Humph. It doesn't work with you then, does it’, James snorted, 


"Junior's scared of Boris", said Dave, ignoring James’ last remark. "So don't tease him about him". Dave finished 


on a defensive note. 


"Nah, | won't", said James. "I'm just relieved that Boris is a dog. | thought he was a guy and I'd end up having 
to sleep with him for rent payment!" 


Dave yelled with laughter and then the door opened and Junior bounced in. "H's OK Dave", he said to James. 
"The car was locked". 


"Cool. Thanks for checking", said James. He glanced at his watch. "OK, we better get going now". 
"Did | give you enough money for the rent?", Dave asked sweetly. 

"Yeah, yeah", James said, rolling his eyes. "Um, thanks for that James". 

"No problem", grinned Dave. 


"We'll see ourselves out", James said stiffly. Dave tried not to laugh again; he didn't want to confuse Junior. 


"Bye James", Junior said brightly. "Thanks for lending us the rent money’. 

"That's OK. See you guys". 

As James left the room with Junior, Dave heard the bassist say, "Can | drive back again Dave?" 

"Sure", said James in a voice loud enough for Dave to hear. Dave scowled and stuck his middle finger up at the 


back of James' head. 
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James and Junior arrived back at their apartment with just ten minutes until the landlady returned. She 
turned up exactly on time too (Junior vanished into the bedroom again) and James felt a huge wave of relief 


as he handed her his roll of dollars. She counted through them twice, before nodding curty. 


"About time. You're lucky to have these friends who keep lending you money. Maybe you ought to try 
budgeting a little better from now on". 


James shrugged and muttered something inaudible. The landlady finally left, closing the door much quieter than 
the first time. 


Miserable old bat! thought James. He went into the bedroom and found Junior, looking pretty scared again. 
"Its OK kid, she's gone now", he said. Junior smiled and nodded. 
"Cool. | am glad that's over for another month". 


"Yeah, me too". / had better have changed back into myself by then. Jeez, | aint staying as Dave for a whole 
freaking month! 


Junior got up off the bed and walked over to James. He nestled up close and smiled "Where were we before?", 


he said shyly. 


"Going to stay in bed", said James, putting his arms around Junior. "But now that we're up, | don't feel like 
getting back into bed". Junior looked disappointed. "However, we still need a shower..".. 


‘Oooh, yes!" Junior said eagerly. He kissed James on the neck. "Let's go get clean then". 


"| dunno about that. | have a feeling we're gonna be doing dirty things in there", James replied with a wink 


Ten 


Meanwhile, at the Metallimansion, Dave was heading downstairs for breakfast. He entered the dining room, 


where Cliff was laying plates on the table. 
"Hey dude. Come and help me bring the food in’, he said to Dave. 
"Sure", Dave replied "What's for breakfast"? 


"You'll see when you help me", grinned Cliff. Dave followed him through the arch into the kitchen, where the 


aroma of fresh pancakes greeted him. Dave licked his lips and smiled. 
"Here's Lars' food", said Cliff, handing over a plate of banana scented pancakes and an empty glass. 
"Uhh, where is his drink?" 


"In the jug’, said Cliff, pointing to a large jug of orange juice on the breakfast counter. "He likes to pour it 


himself dude, remember?" 


"Ohhh, yeah", said Dave vaguely. Shit, yes he does! Be more fucking careful Dave, you're gonna give yourself 
away! Cliff flashed him an odd look and Dave scuttled into the dining room, taking care not to spill the pancakes 


on the floor. 


Lars‘ breakfast..but where does he sit? Dave frowned at the polished wooden table. Fuck, this is difficult. Cliff 
knows that something is not right foo. The door to the hallway opened and Lars came in, his hair damp and 
tumbled over his shoulders. 


"Yum, is that mine?", he said, taking the plate and glass off Dave and sitting down opposite. "I'm starving! | feel 


like | haven't eaten in hours". 
Ah, that was a lucky break! "Um, Lars, you haven't. You've been asleep in bed", Dave sniggered. 


"Only sleeping some of the time", Lars reminded him with a sexy gleam in his eyes. "And the Not Sleeping 


activities use up a lot of energy!" Dave agreed with a blush. 


Cliff strolled into the room, carrying another plate of pancakes and the jug of juice. "Morning Lars", he said, 


setting them down on the drummer's left. "Is Kirk coming down yet?" 


"| dunno, I'm not his mom", said Lars, reaching out for the jug. Cliff reached down to give him a wedgie and 


Lars squealed. 


"Watch it dickwadl | nearly spilled the juice then!" 


"Shouldn't cheek me then, should you", Cliff grinned. "Come on James’ ..he patted Dave's arm. "You're meant to 


be helping, not drooling over Lars". 


‘|, |.", Dave spluttered, as Lars burst out laughing. They went back into the kitchen and Cliff gave Dave two 
plates, while he picked up the remaining glasses. 


"Which one is mine?", Dave asked. 
"The crispy bacon and maple syrup ones, like you always have". 


"Ah yeah!" Dave sniffed the correct plate and grinned. Yep, / remember now, James liked that kind "| bet they 


taste great. You're a fucking amazing cook, Cliff". 

"Why, thanks Dave", said Cliff. Dave yelped and stared at the bassist, shocked 

"What the? You just called me... 

"Come on dude, let go eat them before they get cold’, said Cliff, a knowing smile on his face. He left the room, 


whistling Motorbreath. Dave stared after him thoughtfully for a minute, before following him. 
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Dave wandered into the dining area, thinking about what Cliff had said. How did he know? Was he going to tell 
Lars and Kirk? Dave sat down and glanced over at them. Kirk was cutting up his pancake and Lars was drinking 
his juice. He slurped noisily from his glass and Kirk frowned, 

"Lars! You sound like a drain", he grumbled. 

‘lm thirsty", said Lars, pausing just long enough to reply. 


"Yeah but you don't have to make such a noise". 


"Uhh, go and put on some music if it bothers you", said Lars. Cliff and Dave laughed. Kirk pouted, sticking his 
bottom lip right out. 


"Don't pull faces", Cliff said. "If the wind changes, you'll stick like that". 
"That's just an old wives' tale", said Lars, as Kirk hastily rearranged his face. 


"I dunno. *Sometimes*® things change with the wind’, Cliff remarked, catching Dave's eye and winking. Dave 


smiled weakly. 

"Old wives' tales", Lars insisted, reaching for the jug of orange juice. 

"Eat your pancakes James, before they get cold’, said Cliff. 

Dave started, then gave the bassist a grateful look, before picking up his knife and fork and starting on his 
breakfast. 

FEO EOI II IIR IR IE a 


After breakfast, Kirk and Lars went to jam for a bit and Cliff went to do the washing up. Dave volunteered to 
help him, so he could talk to him in private. 


"Thanks for not giving me away in front of Lars and Kirk", said Dave, as he played with the bubbles in the 


sink’. 
"Wouldn't dream of it", Cliff grinned. "And stop playing in the water. You can help me dry". 


Dave moved to one side and watched as Cliff dumped dirty plates and glasses into the sink. "How the fuck did 


you know it was me though?", he asked in a low voice. 
"Dude, | know you..and James too. It wasn't hard to figure out". 
"But Lars and Kirk never noticed". 


"Ah, they never notice anything’, Cliff laughed. He put a clean plate on the draining board and Dave took a tea 
towel off its hook to begin drying. 


"You said about the wind before. So, do you think when it changes back, me and James will too?" 
"Yeah, | expect so", said Cliff. "| hope so. Things could get kinda awkward if you don't". 


"You're telling me", Dave agreed. He looked over to the window. The sky was dark grey and it was drizzling; fine 


misty drops covered the glass outside. "Shitty weather. It's been like this since the night of the Halloween 
party". 


"Strange things can happen on Halloween", Cliff said mysteriously. 
"Yeah", said Dave. He looked at the plate he was holding. "Where does this go?" 


"Top cupboards, in the one on the far right", said Cliff, pointing. Dave put the plate away, then returned to dry 


some more. 


"When I've finished here, l'm gonna put the TV on and see if | can find a weather report", he said. "Then | can 


see when me and James are due to change back’. 
"Good idea dude", said Cliff. "When you do, give James a ring and let him know too". 


"| will", Dave chuckled. 


Eleven 


‘Junior, what are you giggling at?", James asked. Both guys were in Dave and Junior's bathroom, undressing for 
a shower. James had finished first and when he had turned round to switch the shower on, the bassist had 


suddenly started chuckling. 
"Hehehehehe, it's your ass! It's still really red from last night". 


‘lm not surprised. You went at it really fiercely", said James. "You may act all shy but | think beneath that, 


there's a naughty Junior waiting to come out". 


"You wanted me to do it", Junior chirped, a pretty pink blush appearing on his cheeks. James laughed and pulled 
Junior close to him for a hug. The two guys cuddled for a moment, then James reached down and patted 


Junior gently on the ass. 


"Right, shall we shower then? It's pretty cold in here". Junior nodded and they stepped into the shower cubicle 
together. James turned on the dial and thousands of jets of warm water exploded out of the scuffed shower 
head..shooting down at high speed and bouncing off his naked body. 


"Hmmm, that feels good", James sighed. "Here, come under the water too". He moved to one side, to give Junior 


access. The younger guy beamed as the water covered him, warming him up beautifully. 


‘Oooh, it's really neat. Here, let me wash you Dave". Junior picked up a bar of soap from its holder and rubbed 


it onto James’ shoulder, gazing up at him expectantly. 
“Sure, go ahead", James replied. He leaned up against the cubicle wall, which now felt warm, thanks to the 
steam floating round. Junior wet the soap and began to rub it all over James' chest, massaging up a frothy 


lather. James sighed and closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation. 


"Do you like this Dave? Is it making you relaxed?", Junior asked, as he moved the soap down onto James’ 


stomach, rubbing in circles as he went. 


"I's making me horny, | know that much", James smirked. Junior blushed again and the soap slipped out of his 


grasp, bouncing onto the ceramic shower base. 
"Oh shit! Lemme get that", said Junior. He bent down, reaching around James’ body to retrieve the soap. 


| guess Dave doesn't take advantage of you much in here, huh’, James thought, snickering silently. Junior stood 


up again and smiled. 


"I got it". He announced the obvious, squeezing the soap at the same time. It shot from his hand like a bullet, 


smacking the ceiling and bouncing out across the bathroom. James started and Junior yelped in surprise. The 


soap crashed down in the sink, spinning round and round before coming to rest in the plughole. The two guys 


looked at each other for a moment, before roaring with laughter. 


"OK, go and get the soap back kid’, chuckled James. He slapped Junior across his wet ass cheeks, causing him to 
squeal and jump out of the shower, giggling. He took the soap from the sink and resumed washing James. He 
worked up a lather on James’ stomach again, before moving the soap round to his ass. The singer groaned at 
the feel of the wet bar moving in circles on his buttocks. He moved his hands down and began to stroke 
Junior's hair, running his fingers through the damp waves. Junior smiled and rested his head against James’ 


stomach. 


‘Ohhh, | like this", James murmured. "Stand up a minute Junior, will ya?" The bassist looked puzzled but obeyed 


at once. 
"Yeah Dave?", he enquired, gazing up at the singer. 


"That's better", said James, wrapping his arms around the smaller guy. "Now | can reach to kiss you". He 
pressed his lips up against Junior's and kissed him hungrily. Junior gasped but eagerly returned the kiss. His 
lips were soft and warm and he tasted sweet and pleasant. James held Junior close, his passion rising by the 


second. However, he forced himself to remain calm. / dont wanna rush the Iittle guy and scare him. He's too cute 


for that 

At last, the two guys broke apart and gazed at each other. Juniors’ cheeks were flushed pink and his eyes 
were shining. The water trickled over his body; silver sparkles illuminated in the soft glow from the bulb 
overhead. James smiled at him and kissed his forehead. 

"Want to make love?", he whispered in the bassist's ear. 

"Ohhh, Dave", said Junior, blushing crimson. James laughed and cuddled him close. 

‘It that a yes?" 

Junior nodded, a little smile creeping onto his face. James began to kiss him again, covering his nose and cheeks 
with soft kisses. The soap slipped from Junior's hand as he reached up to hug James with both arms. It 


splashed into the water in the shower base; smooth foam bubbling from it as it floated away from the two 


young men. 
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"So, are you feeling better after that relaxing shower?", James asked Junior. They were standing in the steamy 


bathroom and James was gently rubbing the bass player dry with a big, fluffy towel. 


"Hehehehehe! l'm not sure about *relaxing*', Junior giggled. 


"Naughty boy", said James, giving him a firm slap across the buttocks. Junior squeaked and then the phone 
rang loudly. 


"Oh fuck! Who the hell is that?", James groaned. 

"I hope it's not the landlady again’, Junior said nervously. 

"Nah, it shouldn't be". James wrapped the towel around his waist and went out into the hall 

"Hello", he said, lifting the receiver. "Ja.| mean, Dave here". 

"I know it's you, dickwad. I'm Dave", said a familiar voice. 

"Asshole. Anyway, what's up now?" 

"Cliff found out something important, so l'm ringing to tell you". 

"You've confessed to him that you like to use butt plugs?" 

"Shut up, cockring. Anyway, l'm in your body, so if *1* said that to him, he'd think JAMES liked butt plugs". 
"Fuck off!" 


"Hahahaha" Now, listen.."..Dave told James about Cliff's theory on them swapping bodies on Halloween. James 
was so engrossed that he didn't even notice Junior trotting into the hall. 


"Hal Now that IS some good news", James said when Dave had finished. "I fucking hope the wind changes soon". 


"Me too", Dave agreed. "Well, | better get going. I'm gonna jam with the others, we'll play some of the *good* 


songs from Kill ‘Em all". 
"Fuck you asswipe", James growled. 
"Hehehe, no thanks, you're not my type. Bye James and don't forget to check the weather", Dave sniggered. 


James scowled and put the phone down. "Humph! What an asshole!" He turned round and nearly fell over Junior, 


who was standing behind him, still naked. 
"Shit Junior! You could have least put some clothes on’, James said. 


"Who was on the phone®", Junior asked. 


"Nobody important. Geez, you don't half need some looking after", James said, rolling his eyes. 
"Um, OK then. But why do you want the wind to change, Dave?" 


"Don't ask dumb questions", said James, guiding Junior back towards the bathroom. 


Twelve 


Checking the weather sounded easy enough but Dave and James soon found it more difficult that they first 
thought. Just as Dave was putting the phone down, Lars came skipping into the hall. He dived on his buddy and 
hugged him. 

"There you are Jamiel | wondered where you had got to", said Lars, kissing Dave on the cheek. "Come and play" 
"Umm, do you mean music? Or are you horny again?", Dave asked. 

"Hahahah, | meant music!", Lars giggled. "Although, if you'd rather do something else..".. 

Lars slid his arms around Dave and pressed up close to him. Cliff strolled into the hall. 

"Get a room you dudes", he laughed. Lars and Dave jumped and Dave found himsefl blushing. 

"Ah yes, we're coming now", said Lars, in what he imagined to be a dignified tone. "Later..", he whispered to 
Dave, before following Cliff. Dave hesitated, wondering if he could sneak a look at the weather channel on TV. 


However, Lars grabbed him by the hand and led him to the practice room. 


Ha, | was right speaking to James then. It is going to be another Kill Em All session, Dave thought. Lars released 
his hand, bouncing over to his drumkit. Cliff tuned his bass and Kirk looked up expectantly. 


"What songs are we gonna do then James?" 


"Erm, let's do some of our older stuff again". Don't say ro, OK? Just agree to it Lars too. To Dave's relief, they 
did. 


"OK then We need to keep up with our older songs, so that we don't get rusty’, said Lars. 


"Hmm, | dunno whether that would happen or not", said Kirk, switching his guitar on. "I mean, we play them all 


often enough. But | agree with James, it's always good for a change". 


Yeah and the one thing that we really want to change is the weather, thought Dave, a bit of a smirk on his face. 
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At Dave's place, James finished dressing Junior (who appeared to be entering another sexy mood), then he 
hurried away, insisting he needed to "watch something important on TV". He went into the living room and 


pressed the switch on the telly. But nothing happened. 


"Hmm", muttered James, kneeling down to check behind the TV. The plug was in and switched on. He pressed 


the switch again but the screen remained blank 
"Fuck! Why isn't the stupid shitty thing coming on?", he growled "I bet Dave's been kicking or hitting it". 


"Umm, well you do say that helps it to come on", said Junior, who had caught up with James. "What was it 
you wanted to watch? Maybe we can get it on video at the video hire shop". 


"Nah, it's alright", said James. "I'll just listen to the radio instead". 


‘OK Dave. l'm going to get something to eat, I'm hungry". Junior rubbed his stomach. "Shall | bring you 


something?" 
Come fo think of it, | am hungry too. "Are you cooking?", asked James. "I do fancy a hot meal". 


Junior stared at James in surprise, then his face broke into a big grin. "Ohhhh, Dave. You want me to cook for 


you?", he said eagerly. 


"Yeah, | just said that didn't l", said James, switching the radio on. A loud pop song filled the room. "Fuck, what 
a pile of shit". James quickly turned the knob, after a different station 


"Cool! That's great", Junior said, aglow with happiness. "You sit down and chill out and l'll go and make us a 
really nice lunch. Don't come into the kitchen though", he added quickly. "You'll spoil the surprise if you do". 


"Uh, OK then kid", said James, a little nonplussed. Junior skipped out of the room, closing the door behind him. 


So Junior likes cooking? But from the way he looked at me, it sounds like Dave doesn’t usually want him to do him 
anything. Ha, well, while Im stil in Dave's body, Im gonna make the most of this. James found a station playing 
rock music and he sat down on the settee grinning. Being Dave for the weekend had a few perks. 
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Back at the Metallimansion, Dave and the guys had finished playing and they trooped out of the practise room, 
hot, sticky and debating what to do next. Dave wanted to look for a weather channel on TV. However, Cliff has 


other ideas. 


"Let's see if there's any good movies on", he said as they entered the living room. Lars caught his eye and 
darted forward. Both guys raced towards the coffee table, Cliff getting there first and grabbing the remote 
triumphantly. 


"Ha, it's mine! | get to choose what we watch". 

"Not fair!", Lars protested. "You'll put on some shitty old movie from about 1800". 

"They didn't have movies back then", said Cliff. "They went to operas and stuff like that". He turned on the TV 
and began flicking through the channels. Kirk sat down next to him and Lars huffed about a little. Dave waited 
to see if Cliff would pass the weather channel but he stopped when he caught site of a black and white horror 
film. 


"Awesome. This is one of my favourites", he said happily. 


"Boring!", said Lars, pretending to yawn. He nudged Dave. "Let's do something fun instead. Let's go and play 
tennis". 


"Erm.me? With you?", Dave stammered. 

"Yep", said Lars. "Remember, you promised you would after losing that bet last week". 

"That's true dude", said Cliff, not looking up from the TV. "You can't go back on your word now". 

"OK, OK", said Dave, even though he had no idea what the guys were on about. Fuck, trust James to lose some 
dumb bet while Im in his body. How the fuck can I get out of this one? He glanced over to the window and 
grinned. 

"Lars, it's raining. We can't play in the rain’, Dave said, trying not to sound too pleased. 

"Yeah, we'll play on one of the indoor courts", said Lars. 

Oh shit! "Erm.but aren't you hot after us jamming? Don't you wanna relax and chill for a bit?" 


"No, I'll grab a juice before we go", said Lars. "And we'll have cooled down by the time we get to the club". 


"Stop trying to get out of it James", Kirk giggled. Dave stuck his middle finger up at Kirk, remembering that 
James often did that to his band mates, so he could too. 


"Come on". Lars grabbed Dave's hand. "Itll be more fun than hanging out with these two while they've got that 


crappy movie on. Let's go get our gear". 
"Our gear?", Dave repeated, as Lars led him out the room. "What the fuck?" 


"Lars likes you in shorts’, Cliff yelled after him. "He wants to look at your legs". 


OK, when | see James next, | am REALLY gonna have some words fo say to him about accepting idiotic bets with 
Larsi, Dave thought. 


Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
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Dave followed Lars into his and James' room, still trying to think of ways to get out of playing tennis. Lars 
opened his wardrobe and took out a sports bag, two racquets and a see-through plastic container with three 


balls in Dave was about to make a silly remark about the balls, when Lars spoke to him. 
"Come on James, get your tennis outfit out". 


James has a tennis outfit? Holy shit! "Erm, | cant remember where | put it", said Dave, hoping that Lars would 


know where it was (and believe his excuse). 


"Duh, James! It's in here, where you always keep it", said Lars, opening the cupboard that was built into the 


wall. 


‘Ohh yeah", said Dave. Ha, that worked.lucky! Peering in the cupboard, Dave found a white shirt and shorts, 
folded neatly on the top shelf. There was a duffle bag on the floor and a pair of cleanish trainers, so he took 
them all out and began packing. 


"| can't see a racquet in here", he added. 
Ive got yours’, said Lars. "That's why | have two. And | got the balls too". 


"Ha, that doesn't surprise me. Any excuse for you to play with balls", Dave snickered, pleased to be able to 


make a rude joke at last. 


"Hehe, naughty James", said Lars in delight. "We'll have time for that later". Leaving Dave to marvel over his 
apparently inexhaustible stamina, the drummer bounced out of the room, swinging his bag as he went. The 
guys said bye to Cliff and Kirk, then went out to the garage, where James' car and Cliff's van were parked. 
Cliff had had a new van since Dave had seen it last. It was a yellow Volskwagen; the same colour and make as 
his last one but much shinier and without rust. Dave remembered James’ aunt seeing it once (the strict one 
who looked like Daves’ landlady) and she had complained about the rust. Cliff had told her it was only the rust 
holding it together and she had not seen the funny side. 


"What are you giggling at?", Lars asked Dave. 


"Ha, just remembering Cliff's old van". 


"Oh shit, that's nothing funny to think about", said Lars, laughing too. "I'm glad he sold that heap of junk, it was 
falling apart". 


"Yeah", said Dave, his voice a little dreamy as he remembered the wild things they had got up to back in 1983. 
Shaking his head out of his daydream, he went over to James' car. It was a new one; all gleaming red paint and 
polished chrome. The bonnet was large and long and the roof was made from soft, black material, which could 


be removed when the weather was warm. 


Wow, thats a nice tucking car, Dave thought. He had a sudden longing to go out for a drive in it. Not through 
the city but a real drive.he imagined racing down the highway on a hot summer's day, the top back, the wind 
whipping through his and Lars’ hair and loud rock music blasting from the radio. But it was dull and rainy and 
they were supposed to be going to the tennis club. Also, *where* was the club? Dave glanced at Lars, who 
was about to get in the passenger side. 


"Hey Lars, do you fancy driving today?" 
"Oooh, yes!", said Lars eagerly, running round to the other side of the car. 


That was smart thinking, Dave thought, as he got in and put his seatbelt on. Plus, James let Junior drive my car, 
so it serves him right if | let Lars drive his! Hehehehehehe! 


Lars adusted his seat so he could reach the pedals better, then he reversed carefully out of the garage and 
onto the road. The rain splashed against the windscreen and Lars flipped the wipers on Dave turned on the car 
radio and marvelled at the power of James’ powerful speakers. Shif, that asshole has really gone fo town on this 


motor. 

Lars chattered away over the radio but Dave didn't really listen to him. He was feeling a little anxious about 
going to the club. From his time in Metallica, Dave remembered that Lars would often go out to play tennis 
and sometimes James had joined him. Lars had occasionally invited Dave along but the redhead had turned him 
down with replied such as Fuck no! I dont wanna go to that fancy joint with a load of posh dudes hanging out. 
Now he *was* going there and he didn't feel confident about it at all. 


This is really gonna suck! Ii! feel like a dickhead and | won't know how to behave properly at alll HI stick out lke a 
sore fucking thumb 


"You OK Jamie?", Lars’ voice interrupted Daves’ thoughts. "You're very quiet". 
"Yeah, l'm fine", Dave replied, forcing a grin. "Just watching the rain". 
"Yeah, it's so shitty and annoying", Lars huffed. "I wish it would fucking stop. Ah, here we are now’. 


Dave stared at the club as they approached, his eyes wide. It was an old fashioned looking building; made from 


grey stone, it looked as big as a palace. The large car park was about half full, despite the bad weather. Lars 
parked in the shelter of an old plane tree and turned off the wipers and radio. He and Dave got out and hurried 
over towards the castle-like building. Dave looked at the outside courts as they passed them. Many were grass 


but there were also some with hard surfaces, which were either pink of grey in colour. 
"Hey Lars, what's wrong with those courts without grass?", Dave asked. 

Lars glanced up through the rain. "Nothing. They're the hard ones", he replied. 

"Um, you have pink hard ones here?", Dave sniggered. 


"James, don't get horny while we're out in the rain’, Lars protested. Dave laughed and they hurried inside, 
through a pair of huge doors. The reception area was large and well lit and there were numerous posters on 


the walls advertising upcoming club games. 


Dave shuffled around nervously while Lars paid for one of the courts at the reception A couple of people 
walked past him to go outside but they didn't speak, so he assumed that "James" wasn't familiar with them. / 
hope we don't meet anybody that Im supposed to know, he thought. That could be fucking awkward 


"Come on, lets go get changed", Lars said, tapping Dave on the arm. Dave nodded and followed the drummer 


across the room, towards a pair of double doors 


| hope they have separate changing rooms, Dave thought. Otherwise I bet that horny little fucker will jump on me 
as soon as | undo my jeans. Luckily they did and Dave and Lars entered two cubicles side by side. Dave took 
James’ clothes out of the duffle bag and quickly undressed, eyeing up the gap at the bottom of the cubicle, in 
case Lars was cheeky enough to peep under. He stuffed James’ other clothes in the bag and fastened up the 
zipper, feeling very shy. 


Dave was happy to wear shorts when going to the beach but..tennis shorts! They were so.short! He stared 
down as his legs and felt his cheeks heat up. 


/ feel like a dick in thesel, he thought. And / bet | look lke one too. Stepping outside the cubicle, Dave risked 
looking in a mirror on the wall. Preparing to grimace in horror, he saw, instead James' body, clad in tennis 


whites. In his embarrassment, Dave had forgotten that he was still "James". 


Thank fucking goodness for that, he thought, wiping a hand across his forehead. / may feel like a tit but its 
James who LOOKS like one. 


The cubicle next to Dave opened and Lars skipped out, dressed much the same. "Oh good, you're out already", 
he chirped. "You usually take ages getting changed". 


"Um, shut up Lars", said Dave, who found himself eyeing up the drummers’ bare legs. Dave had always 


thought Lars looked hot in his tennis outfit, though he had never admitted to it. 


Lars chucked and handed Dave one of the racquets. "OK, let's go". They left the changing rooms and deposited 
their bags in the lockers. They passed quite a few people who said hello to Lars and he waved and greeted 
them back. Dave wasn't sure if James knew them or not, so he just smiled, hoping it would suffice. It seemed 


to work and he and Lars made it onto a court without any mishaps. 
"Oh look Larsie, it's a pink, hard one", Dave sniggered, pointing at the floor. 


"You're very rude today", giggled Lars. He took a ball out of the container and bounced it. "So, you wanna serve 


James, or shall |?", he asked. 
"You can’, said Dave. | aint going first, I'll fuck it up. 


"OK then". Lars caught the bouncing ball and ran across to the other side of the court, jumping over the net 
as he went. His shorts were pretty tight and Dave had a nice view of his ass as he jumped. Dave grinned, while 
gripping his racquet tightly. / hope that James is really shit at tennis, he thought. Or else Im gonna have a hell of 
a lot of explaining to do. 


Dave and Lars played for about an hour and overall, Dave thought it went pretty well. He didn't play terribly 
(or at least Lars hadn't yelled at him for anything, though that might have been because, like Cliff had said 
earlier, he spent a lot of time looking at "James" legs). Yet Dave felt that HE was actually the worse one for 
admiring. Was it his imagination, or was Lars deliberately flirty when they played. He seemed to do an 
astronomical amount of bending over with his ass facing Dave. 


By the time they left the court, Dave was ever hotter than after their band practise earlier. His shirt was 
stuck to his back; his hair soaked and plastered to his neck. Lars bounced along, seemingly full of energy stil, 
though he was also soggy and sweaty. 


"Ewww, I'm hot", said Lars, shaking his head and hitching his hair from out the back of his shirt. "I need a 


shower". 


"Me too", said Dave, before he realised what he was admitting too. Lars caught his eye and there was no 


mistaking what he was thinking. 
"The showers are in cubicles, right?", Dave enquired. 
"No", said Lars, a wicked gleam in his eyes. "They are open plan!" 


"Uhh, open plan?", Dave said nervously, following Lars through another door that led to goodness knows where. 
Looking up, he saw they had entered the shower block, the walls on either side lined with many cubicles. 


"Hehehehehe, are you drunk James?" Lars yelled with laughter. "You've been here before, you know they aren't 


open plan!" 


"Ohh, yeah", said Dave, laughing weakly. "Just testing’. 


"You're silly’, Lars said playfully and he smacked Dave on the ass. "Come on, | wanna get out of these wet 
clothes". 


"Asshole", said Dave, rubbing his bottom. He went into one of the cubicles and was immediately followed by 
Lars. The cubicle was divided in two, one half consisted of a wooden bench to sit on and hook to hang up 
clothes and the other half was the shower area, with a ceramic base and a plastic curtain to prevent the 


occupants’ clothes getting splashed. 


"Woh, it's as big as my bathroom at..", Dave began, then he stopped, remembering he was still "James". He 
cast Lars a furtive glance but the little drummer wasn't paying attention. Instead, he was removing his clothes 
as fast as he could. Dave wasn't sure if this was because he just wanted the sweaty garments off his body, 
or because he was horny. Probably the latter, knowing Lars, Dave thought, as he removed his own sticky shirt. 


"Hehehe, | love it when we shower together", Lars giggled "I do hope nobody comes in and has a shower at the 
same time as us!" His tone of voice suggested that he *really* hoped for the opposite. 


"Lars, you're such a fucking voyeur", Dave remarked. "| bet you wish it was open plan in here. | bet you'd love 


it if umm, Cliff and Kirk and.the guys from Megadeth were here and we could all have a giant orgy’. 

‘Ohhh, James, don't say that", Lars whimpered. "That's turning me on!" 

‘Lars, you turn on easier than a well oiled tap". 

| can't help it! | am forced to be surrounded by you most of the time. How can | resist?" 

"Go on with you". Dave gave Lars a little push. "Turn on the fucking water, I'm starting to get goosebumps 
now". The sweat was drying on Dave's body, making him feel cold. Lars beamed at him and turned the shower 
on. The head exploded with hundreds of jets of fresh water. Dave's lip twitched and then, without warning, he 


grabbed Lars by the shoulders and thrust him under the water. It had not warmed up and Lars squealed 
loudly as his body was soaked in chilly water. 


"James, you cocksucker", he yelled, trying to squirm free of Dave's grip. Dave laughed and held him more 
firmly. Lars lurched backwards, bumping against the side of the shower and pulling Dave under the water with 
him. The guitarist yelled as he was forced to experience the cold water too. 


"Fuck, that's cold! Put the fucking heat on, asshole". 


"Serves you right for making me go under it", Lars chuckled. "Be patient Jamie, you know it takes a minute to 


warm up". 


Indeed, within a few seconds, the water had reached a pleasant temperature and soon Dave and Lars were 
basking beneath it, grinning at each other as the warm jets soaked them through, removing all traces of dirt 
and sweat. They were pressed up close together, to ensure that the water covered both their bodies but 
Dave didn't mind that and Lars certainly liked it. He snuggled close to Dave and put his head on his chest. 
"Hmm, you're so sexy and hot James", he said, his arms wrapping around Dave's waist. 

"Are you horny again", Dave asked, returning Lars' embrace. 

"Did | stop being horny before?", Lars retorted with a cheeky grin 

"Good point". Dave began stroking Lars’ hair and he felt the drummers’ little hands move downwards, to caress 
his ass cheeks. Dave was just about to kiss Lars on the forehead, when he heard the sound of a door opening 
outside the cubicle. 

"Shit", he hissed, wriggling free of the little guy's embrace. "Somebody's fucking here!" 

"Calm down James, it'll just be somebody gonna have a shower, same as us". 


"Yeah, b-but we're in a shower together", Dave muttered. 


"So? They haven't got x-ray eyes? They can't see us in here", Lars said and he began to giggle. "Now, where 


were we?" 


"Lars, stop it", Dave growled in a low voice. He could hear footsteps moving across the shower hall, coming 


closer. "They'll hear us". 
Y 


Lars smiled up at Dave, his arms moving towards his ass again. "We'll just have to be really quiet then?", he 


whispered. 


As the sound of footsteps approached closer, Lars began to giggle. Dave quickly clamped both hands over the 
little guy's mouth, muffling the sound. "Shhh! Shut the fuck up Lars", he hissed. 


‘Mmph", said Lars, gazing up at Dave out of innocent green eyes. 


"Dirty fucker". Dave continued to whisper in Lars’ ear. "I bet you'd like that, wouldn't ya? | bet you wanna be 
overheard". Lars made a whimpering sound and Dave felt him nod his head slightly. A cubicle door opened 
somewhere nearby and Dave heard another shower come on. He cautiously removed his hands from Lars' 


mouth and Lars remained silent. 


"That's better", Dave said and he turned Lars round to face him. Lars pressed up against Dave's body and 
wrapped his arms round him, eyes gleaming. Dave hesitated for a moment, then returned the drummer's 
embrace. After all, Im in James’ body, he thought. Even if we get overheard, itll be James who gets embarrassed, 


not me. Dave began kissing Lars, starting on his wet forehead and moving downwards, towards his soft, plump 
lips. Lars opened his mouth a little, inviting Dave to take things further. The two guys kissed passionately, their 
little sighs drowned out by the sound of the two showers in operation Lars clutched hard at Daves' buttocks, 


squeezing and moulding them in his little hands. Dave broke the kiss to gasp out aloud at the arousing feel. 
"Hehehe, now who's being noisy", Lars chuckled. 

"Shut up asshole", Dave growled. "lohh, shit!" Lars squeezed his ass harder, his short fingernails digging right 
into the firm cheeks. It was too much for Dave; he pulled Lars harder and closer towards him and then began 
kissing the smaller man again. 

"Ohh yeah, James, that feels nice", Lars murmured, his eyes fluttering closed as he gave in to Dave's loving. 
Dave kissed his forehead again, trying to hide his amusement. Here he was, in James Hetfield's body, making 
out with Lars in the shower of a posh tennis club. Dave would have laughed, had he not been so caught up in 
passion. He continued to love Lars, concentrating on staying quiet and hoping that Lars would too. If there was 
one thing that he and James agreed on, it was that Lars was far too noisy during times of intimacy. 

Lars too, was trying to be quiet; he kissed Dave's chest, sucking and nibbling on his skin The warm water 
splashed on the two guys, running down their naked bodies and swirling in the shower base before exiting down 
the plug hole. The other shower bubbled away in the nearby cubicle but Lars had forgotten that there was 
anybody else there. It was just him and Dave. Lars couldn't hold in his excitement and he cried out aloud as 


Dave squeezed his ass extra hard. 


"What the heck was that?" A loud, surprised voice echoed through the wall, coming from the other shower. 
Lars clung to Dave, a satisfied smile on his face but Dave gasped in shock 


Shit! Fuck, the other guy in here. Even through his haze of pleasure, his mind worked frantically. 
"Hts OK", he called back "My buddy just banged his head on the wall" 

"Ah, alright then’, the voice replied. Dave sighed in relief and looked down at Lars. 

"Hmm, that was so nice James", Lars sighed happily. 

"Noisy little fucker", Dave grumbled but he sounded amused. "Why did ya yell like that?" 

Lars opened his mouth to answer but he was beaten to it by the guy in the shower next door, 
"What the.you're in the cubicle with another guy?" 

Dave blinked and stared at Lars, not sure how to reply. Lars, however, giggled again 


"Hehehe, | bet he wonders if anything else will be banged too!" 


Fourteen 


Back at Dave and Junior's apartment, Junior had cooked a splendid meal for James, who was sitting at the 
kitchen table, eyeing it up with approval. Juicy chicken breast, golden brown fries and orange beans generously 
covered two plates and Junior was beaming at the sight of "Dave", gazing happily at his dinner. 

"Ah, this looks awesome", said James, picking up his knife and fork He began eating and was pleased to find out 
that the meal tasted even better than it looked. Junior poured two glasses of orange juice, then sat down 
opposite James and began eating too. 


"Junior, you are a fucking brilliant cook’, said James, pausing long enough to take a drink of juice. 


"Awww, thanks Dave", Junior replied shyly. "I like cooking. Sometimes its nice to eat a home cooked meal, 


instead of having takeaways or microwave dinners’. 


"Yeah", James agreed with conviction The two guys continued eating and within ten minutes, their plates were 


completely empty. James sighed with contentment and leaned back in his chair. 

"That was really fucking nice. I'm gonna have to let you cook more often Junior", he said. 
Junior giggled. "I'll want rewarding for it, Dave". 

James eyed up the dirty plates and glasses. "OK, OK, I'll wash up in a few minutes", he groaned, 


"I didn't mean that", said Junior. James noticed a naughty gleam had appeared in his eyes. "I meant, maybe like 


we played yesterday’. 


"When | let you tie me up and spank me?" Hell, why not? I'm in Dave's body, it's not like anybody's gonna find 


out. 
"Hehehehehe, yeah!" Junior reached across the table and stroked James’ chin. "Do you want to?" 


"Sure", said James, feeling a squirm of pleasure shoot through his body. He and Junior stood up and were just 


exiting the kitchen, when there was a loud knock at the door. 


"Fuck, who's that", James grumbled. /t had better not fucking be anybody else who Dave owes money to! 
Answering the door, he found Chris and Gar, the two other Megadeth guys standing there. 


"Hi Dave", said Chris. "Come and give us a hand with the gear, will you?" He pointed towards an old van parked 
outside. 


"Uh, gear?", said James, trying to hide his alarm. Oh shit! Fuck, dont tell me that Megadeth have got a fucking 


show tonight! 
"Yeah, come and help us bring in the drums". 


‘Oh hi guys", Junior said brightly. "Ill help". He followed Chris and Gar back outside and James hurried after 
them. 


"Junior, have we got a show tonight", he whispered in the bassist's ear. 

"No, just a practise. Remember, you told Chris and Gar to come over this afternoon’. 

"Umm, oh yeah, | did’, said James. He felt relief wash over him knowing that he hadn't got to go out and 
perform as Megadeth at a club but still.a practise was worrying. He didn't know a single Megadeth song in 
detail. As James helped Daves' band mates to carry the stuff inside, his brain whirred rapidly. OK, / gotta get 


out of this. But how? What can we do instead of a jam session? 


"Hey, wait!", James suddenly called out. An idea had come to him. The other guys paused; Gar putting an amp 
down just outside the door. 


"What's up dude?", he asked. 


"Um, well | thought..seeing as we've been practising a lot lately, let's have a day off and do something cool 


instead". / fucking HOPE they have been practising a lot 

"Really", said Gar, looking surprised but pleased. "OK then’ 

"What shall we do?", Junior asked. 

"Umm, lemme see", said James, scratching his chin. Whatd be the safest thing for me to do with Megadeth? I 
need something where they won't be able to ask me tons of awkward questions? Aha, the movies! They can't talk 
much in there! 

"How about we go to the movies?" 

"Yeah", Gar and Chris both said, sounding very eager. Junior however, looked concerned. 


"Um, can we afford that Dave?", he asked. 


Oh, shit! James sighed and ran his hands through his floppy red hair. He rearranged his exasperated features 


into a hopeful smile. 


"Um, Chris, Gar..could one of you guys lend us some money?" 


Fifteen 


Early Sunday morning 

Dave and Lars were in bed together, having arrived there in a drunken haze. Lars had fallen asleep almost 
immediately but Dave lay awake, thinking about Junior. As cute as Lars was (and Dave liked him very much), 
he missed Junior. Dave gazed at the curtains; a small gap between them casting a shaft of orange light from 
the streetlight outside, across the wall. He sighed and closed his eyes, finally falling asleep and dreaming about 
Junior 

Outside, the wind veered from west to north. The heavy clouds broke up, gaps in them revealing an inky black 
sky filled with sparkling stars. 
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A few hours later, James awoke. He was warm and comfortable in bed and he could feel a soft body nested 
up to him. As his last remnants of sleep drifted away, he blinked his eyes open and turned to look at the 
figure beside him. Long brown hair tumbled across the pillow, hiding the face from view. James gently brushed 
the sleeping figure's hair back, revealing a familiar face. Two green eyes opened, sticky with sleep and the cute 
little mouth that James knew so well turned up in a smile. 

"Lars?", James whispered, delighted and astonished. 


"Yeah, that's my name’, Lars said sleepily. "Don't wear it out". 


“Smart ass! Oh shit, Lars!" James embraced the little drummer, holding his Lars close to him and covering 


every inch of his face with soft, tender kisses. Lars returned James hug, looking pleased but a little bemused 
"Wow James, you're acting like you haven't seen me in days", he giggled. 


| haven't! "Be quiet fucker", said James, before continuing his hungry kissing. 
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Over at Dave and Junior's apartment, Dave was waking up too. He rolled over and found himself face to face 


with Junior. He gasped and then grinned, as if he had suddenly received the best birthday present ever. 


We've turned back! At last! Dave responded in a similar way to James, back at the Metallimansion..grabbing 


Junior and beginning to kiss him. Within seconds, Junior opened his eyes. Gazing up at Dave, he smiled and 


cuddled him back. 
"Awww, Dave, this is a nice thing to wake up to", Junior murmured. 


"You took the words right outta my mouth, kid’, Dave chuckled. 
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Back at the Metallimansion, James and Lars had spent a good half hour making love. After they had finished, 


Lars had been all ready to fall asleep in James’ arms but James (as was typical of him) had started to feel 
hungry. 


"Let's go down and get breakfast’, he said, stroking Lars' cheek. "Ill make you something Larsie. I'll cook you a 
really nice, big fucking breakfast". 


"Ooh", said Lars, licking his lips. "Can we have s'mores?" 

"For breakfast?" 

"Yeah", Lars giggled. 

‘Lars, you can have whatever you fucking want", said James, kissing the drummer again. He sat up in bed, 
pushing the covers off him and looking round for his clothes. Lars gazed quizzically at the back of James’ 
blonde head, puzzled (but not complaining) about his buddy's affectionate behaviour. Just then, there was a 
knock at the door. 


"Yeah", James called out, rather than his usual Fuck off. I'm fucking sleeping in herel 


The door opened and Cliff poked his head round. "Just seeing if you and Lars were up yet cos breakfast is 
nearly ready", he said. 


"Umm, we're just getting up now", said James, yawning. Lars nodded. 

"James is gonna make me some s'mores", he said gleefully. 

"James, cooking?", Cliff remarked, his eyebrows raised. 

"| can cook", snorted James. Cliff laughed and James grinned back, then slid an arm around Lars’ shoulder. 


Giving the drummer another kiss, James then pulled on his jeans and went over to the window. He opened the 


curtains and gazed outside. The glass was frosty, as was the street below. The tree branches sparkled and the 


cars parked across the street looked as if somebody had coated them in icing sugar. 
"Hmm, | see the weather has changed during the night", James said. 
"I think that's not the only thing that has changed", Cliff remarked. James whipped round, staring at him 


suspiciously. Cliff smiled and gave him a knowing wink. 
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"What shall we do today?", Junior asked Dave. The two guys were still snuggled up in bed together..also feeling 
rather sleepy after a very passionate session 

"Hmm, let's have a really good, long jam session’, said Dave. "I feel like playing all of our songs". 

"Breakfast first?", Junior asked, rubbing his stomach. 


"Sure", said Dave. "We'll have to go out for a takeaway though. We don't have any food in the fridge, 


remember?" 

"Yeah, we do", Junior said, puzzled. "We went out and did a big shop yesterday’. 

Did we? Or rather, did James? "Ohh, yeah", | remember now". Dave grinned. “Sorry, still sleepy". 
"Me too", yawned Junior. "But | need to use the bathroom". 


"Go on then’, said Dave, giving Junior's ass a gentle pat. "I'll go into the kitchen and see what we've got, | mean 


got left for breakfast". 


Junior kissed Dave and scrambled out of bed, heading for the bathroom. Dave gazed after him and smiled, 


perfectly content and happy that he had returned to his own body. 


Ha, it was really fucking funny living in the Metallimansion for a couple of days but shit, Im glad to be back home 
with Junior at last. 


Dave got out of bed, yawning and looking for his clothes. Unable to locate his socks, he opened the top drawer 
of the side table drawer, after another pair. There he saw some strange objects..flat, white and rectangular, 
with the words Polaroid printed on the back of them. Frowning slightly, Dave turned over the photos, wondering 
what they were. 


In the bathroom, Junior had just used the toilet and was washing his hands. Suddenly, he heard a loud and 
VERY indignant yell, coming from the bedroom. 


"JUNIOR! What the fuck are THESE fucking photos?" 


"Ooooooops!"; Junior giggled, putting both hands over his mouth in guilty delight. 


The End 


